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FAKEER OF 


JUNGIIEERil 


CANTO FIRST. 


Affwtiom are not maile for mercisaadke.— 

WIsat wlli ye givo in barter for tlie Is cart? 

Wag tisis world wealtli eno«sb to buy the store 
Of hopesy aiKl feelings wlilcii are liitkecl for cfer 
With soal? 


HOW like young spirits on the wing 
Tlio viewless winds are wandering! 

Now o’er the Hower-bells fair they creep 


Waking sweet odours out of slec 
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The sun-lit stream in dimples breaks, 
As when a child from slumber wakes. 
Sweet smiling on its mother—there. 
Like heavenly hope o'er mortal care! 
The sun is like a golden um 
Where floods of light for ever burn, 
And fall like blessings fast on earth. 
Bringing its beauties brightly forth. 
From field to field the butterfly 
Flits—a bright creature of the sky; 

As if an angel plucked a flower 
From fairest heaven's immortal bower. 
The loveliest, and the sweetest there 
Blooming like bliss in putem; 
And pinions given. 

As earnest of eternal powers. 

To shew what beauty buds in heaven 
Had sent it to this world of our's* 
And wildly roving there the bee 
On quivering wing of mdiidy 
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But ere liis couch he press to-night. 

His rays a mournful scene shall light i 
The laughing wave that rolls below 
Gilt with the yellow sunshine’s glow. 

Shall hear, ere changed its hue may be, 

A maddening wail of misery. 

The mitisteol^gay tlkat Sm&y poQr< 

Their carols wild from brake and bower. 
Will change their strains so sweet, so glad, 
For lays still sweet, but ah! more sad. 

The winds now walking o’er the wave. 
Before they seek their prison cave. 

Before they sink to nightly rest 
Upon the billows’ gentle breas^, ! 

Or m the garden bowers 

To cull their fragrance from the flowers. 
Shall chaunt a requiem sad, and slow 
O’er hope destroyed, and bliss laid low; 

For ere the evening shadows fly. 

Devoted woman here must die. 



Obsequious comes its feet to lave— 
Those rocks^ the stream’s victorious foes 
Frown darkly proud as on it flows^ 
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The pilgrim moon may never see 
A heart jrith moje Qf purity. 

Pure as her gwn up,eariWy beams, 

Or brightest aflgels blissful breams! 

His spirit’s sacred rays are given 
To one.perpetnal.tb^tight of heaven; 

In prayer for aU-tbeMn %i.tlies,i , i 
Beneath the soft, and pitying sties, 

His life unruffl^, like the stream. 

Plows brightly in devotion’s beam. 

And never earthly eye has seen 
His hallowed form, his saintly mien; 
Some say its holy heavenly light 
Would be for mortal view too bright; 

As never eye hath Jto.^tae 
On Surya’s* everlasting blaze. 

But others tell of deeds of death. 

Of blood-stained hands, and broken faith. 
Of outlaws leagued, of ioemea slai% 

The hamlet burned, the plundered swain, 

* Suryar-th© Sm. 



The peasant forced Ms home to flee. 
The princely maiden’s treachery. 






8 


Slowly it moves—thus slow we find 
Truth dawn upon the doubting mind; 

At first, a cloud its hues appear. 

And then it rolling gathers near. 

Just ray by ray, till robed in light. 

It dazEzlin^ stands before the sight. 

A glittering thrdhg advattcefit nigh 
With drum, and gong, and soldiery; 

Their spears of gold, in Surya’s gleam 
Reflect his splendour, beam for beam; 
Their chargers brave are proudly prancing. 
With silver bright their bridles ring; 
While woman’s brighter eyes are glancing 
Like light upon a seraph’s wing. 

And there the priests with triple thread 
And saintly mien, and solemn tread. 
Pronounce, their golden God to please, 
Religion’s holiest mysteries ; 

Thus hallowing with their sacred power 
The rites of that eventM hour 



Amidst her maidens seems to rise 


in iTsItTi irSfsTTTfil I fSTi Kili 


A sound of song is on the breeze^ 




10 


Bright be the halo that circles her brow. 
Thornless the rose On her bosom she bears; 

Spread thy broad pinion now over her Thou! 
Lord of the tempest, who hushest our cares. 

Gay are the gardens that she shall inherit, 

. Blossoms that bloom there are golden, and 
bright. 

When like a ring-dove her heaven-bound spirit, 
Stretcheth its wings for that region of light. 

Amaranths are budding in those sunny vales. 
Crystal and amber are sparkling around; 

Fragrance delicious is borne on the gales. 
Music enchanting breathes soft in each sound. 

Fountains are falling in melody rare. 

Harpers celestial respond to their strain; 

Stars are the lamps of the palaces there. 
Triumphant in splendour that never can wane. 
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Rainbows undying their colours display 
Cloudless, and clear in that beautiful sky; 

Joys are immoi’tal, hopes never decay. 

Onward from glory to glory they fly! 

Such is the boon that to her shall be given. 
Myriads of ages for her are in store; 

She shall enjoy all the blessings of heaven, 

Till heaven, and its blessings themselves are 
no more. 

Happy! thrice happy thus early to leave 
Earth and its sorrows, for heaven and its bliss! 
"Who that hath known it at parting would grieve 
Quitting a world so disastrous as this ? 

Happy! thrice happy! thy lord shall there meet 
thee. 

Twined round his heart shalt thou ever remain; 
Happy! bright angels are longing to greet thee. 
Tuned are their harp-strings, and ready their 
strain. 
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On to the altar, and scatter the flower. 
Sweeten the path as ye wander along; 
On to the altar! another blest hour 
Brings to her spirit the Kinnura’s song- 

VII. 

0! like a hree^ frold A6 fresh Sotitb^ 

And like a passing angeFs lay, 

And like a sound from echo’s mouth. 

How softly dies the strain away! 

The distant listener might have deemed 
So sweet the choral voices seemed. 

So like a soft ethereal hymn 
Heard far and faint by twilight dim. 

If halt bfe gMefe^he might forget. 

That earth and heaven had kissed and met- 
Advancing toward the grass-grown bank. 

In many a gaudy group and rank 
The throng proceeds; the holy train 
Wake into life the sleeping strain. 
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And loud and deep its numbers roll. 
Like song mysterious o’er the soul. 

viir. 

CHORUS OP BRAHMUNS. 
Scatter, scatter flowrets round. 

Let the tinkling cymbal sound; 

Strew the scented orient spico. 
Prelude to the sacrifice; 

Bring the balm, and bring the myrrh. 
Sweet as is the breath of her. 

Who upon the funeral pyre 
Shall, ere Surya sets, expire. 

Let pure incense to the skies 
Like the heart’s warm wishes rise. 
Till unto the lotus throne 
Of the great Eternal One 
High ascending, it may please 
Him who guides our destinies. 
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Bring the pearl of purest white. 
Bring the diamond flashing light; 
Bring your gifts of choicest things, 
Fans of peacocks’ starry wings, 
Gold refined, and ivory. 

Branches of the sandal tree, 

Which their fragrance stijl'impart 
like the good man’s injured heart, 
This its triumph, this its boast, 
Sweetest ’tis when wounded most! 
Ere he sets, the golden sun 
Must with richest gifts be won. 

Ere his glorious brow he lave 
In yon sacred yellow w^ve. 

Rising through the realms of air 
He must hear the widow’s prayer.— 
Haste ye, haste, the day declines 
Oitward, onward while he shines. 
Let-us press, and all shall see 
Glory of our deity! 
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IX. 

THE CHIEF BEAHM0N. 

Surya! in thy course of light 
Never saw’st thou woman bright. 

Like to her who soon shall be 
Robed with immortality! 

Hear thy servant’s prayer from high 
Regent of the sapphire sky! 

By the crown upon thy brow. 

By thy face so brilliant now. 

By thy splendour, by thy power. 

By the glory of this hour. 

By the service we have done 
ISTow to thee Immortal Sun! 

Hearken to thy children’s prayer, 

Hake this woman all thy care! 

X 

Slow moves the throng as ’twere a passing 
cloud, 

rhe cymbal tinkles, and the drum beats loud. 
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As if in mockery of the solemn scene 
And her who shall be something that had been. 
O! this is but the world’s unfeeling way 
To goad the victim that it soon will slay, 

And like a demon ’tis its custom still 
To laugh at sorrow, and then coldly kill. 

Xet dreaming^-sfl^id^te iip»'ftds ,w^d there be 
Who tell us man for man has sympathy, 

Who say that tears arising out of pain 
Soon see themselves reflected;—but ’tis vain— 
Sure social love dwells not beneath the skies. 

Or it is like the bird of paradise. 

Which lights we know not where, and never can 
Be found alive among thejiasunts of,mftn. 

Ye who in fancy’s vision view the fires 
Where the calm widow gloriously expires. 

And charmed, behold her ere she mounts the pile; 
Her lip illumined by a radiant smile. 

Her tearless eye disowning fear’s controul 
lit to reveal the heavenward soaring soul; 
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In hope exulting till life’s hour be past. 

With ardent faith, devoted to the last; 

Fresh in the spotless loveliness of youth, 

And all the native purity of truth:— 

Ye vrho are lost in fancy’s wondrous masse 
At love you see not—O! could once you gaze 
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The gathered crowd now forms a ring around. 
And in the arms of silence sinks each sound. 
Hushed is the zel, the trumpef s brazen throat 
No more gives out its shrill unwelcome note; 
And she, that lonely victim, stands the while 
Like a pale flower beside the funeral pile. 

gazerof;>«ii4s.on her—lhiv^ dm stands, 
Created perfect by Eternal hands! 

What though the rose has vanished from her 
cheek. 

Her eye speaks more than ever tongue may 
speak— 

That large black orb too eloquently tells 
All that within her suffering bosom dwells—^ 
Wild thou^t%« wild feelings that we ne’er can 
find 

Save in a woman’s wonder-working mind. 
Think’st thou she dreams of love, and love for 
whom? 

The parted dead whose home should be the 
tomb? 
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XII. 

Her’s was a heroine's choice—she nobly 
strove 

With all that bound her to the earth—but love. 
That one wild passion triumphed o’er them all— 
And seel she comes unto death’s festival 
As to her bridal bed—That busy <Towd 
Thus in her praise their voices lifted loml; 

They little thought to whom her heart was given, 
Whose love was all she sought in earth or 
heaven.— 

What though her lord a monarch's son had ht'en. 
What though herself earth’s undisputed queen-"- 
She was not made a toy for others’ play 
The heart is free, and gives it.self away ! 

The various passions in her bosom caged 
All wildly maddening, war ebaolio waged; 

And though the throng attracts the passer-by, 
She, only she can fix his wandering oye. 
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How like a being of another sphere 
She stands, and looks most beautifully here!— 
Her softened glance reveals the suffering mind 
Gentle though racked, though agonized, resigned. 
Pure as a pearl beneath the glassy sea 
Thoughheaven and earth by tempests troubled be. 
Her bladk«rd}]»ddd theses; lik^ &e wing 
Of glossy raven darkly glittfering 
With morning’s early dews, in graceful curl 
Upon her neck, like waves themselves unfurl. 
Around her head a coronal of flowers 
All the most beauteous of our Indian bowers, 
Lifcesunshine, gleamed, around a thunder-cloud— 
With darksome grief her brow wan gently bowed 
like a |>«d«f broken lily, and her breast 
So quickly heaved, ah! the sweet spell of rest. 
And soft emotions all were strangers there— 
And yet majestic was her lofty air. 

As if her feet should but have proudly trod 
A floor of stars unto the throne of God! 
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And she remembers now the blissful hours 
That flew on odorous wings in those bright 
bowers 

Where erst she met him!—Love’s Elysian beam 
Glides, like a golden thread, through life’s dark 
dream; 

Still the eye unto that glittering thing, 
Nor dares to wander from its magic ring.— 

OI if existence but in tempests pass’d. 

And o’er the soul were gloom perpetual cast; 
Though round the heart destructive lightning 
played 

And low that fragile thing in ruin laid; 

Still, life would still be sweet, if but on high 
Love’s raWbow Reamed along the blackening 
sky 

Though for one moment—then its hues might 
fleet— 

That one bright moment would make being 
sweet!— 
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She speechless stands, but her full heart is 
fraught 

With feelings Boaddening, and surcharged with 
thought; 





While by her husband’s lifeless form, unmoved 
If ever she that lifeless form had loved?— 





24 


Their blindness, madness still the same. 
Alike in pangs they both expire. 
Where’er the treacherous'taper bums 
Thither the headlong insect turns; 

And fearless fluttering near it still 
Regardless of all pain or ill. 

Until the warmth that rouAd it plays 
Attracts it nearer to the blaze. 

Expiring there, at last it leams. 

Though bright the flame, it scathes, it bums. 
So round the torch that Lore hath lit 
Mad as the moth the heart will flit— 

On giddy wing it wildly wheels, 

Th’ enlivening glow its spirftfwhs; 

And ihMft‘®ifeaiy flEncies this 
Must be what minstrels picture bliss. 

Until into the fire it flies 

And then, too late lamenting, dies! 
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XVI. 

The crimson sun his burning brow 
On Ganges’ breast is pillowing now; 

His bright beams on the waters dart 
Like hopes when first they reach the heart. 
Like hopes they soon will die away. 

And gathering darkness dim the day.^— 

But few short moments now remain, 

And then this world of grief and pain 
To sad Nuleeni’s soul will bo 
Lost in thy light—Eternity! 

Her brow is bowed, she sunward turns; 
And now the fire prophetic bums 
Upon her lips: O they were formed 
For language when the soul is warmed 
With that pure flame, which ne’er is knowrt 
Save in the heart’s spring time alone. 

To fling its gladdening light on life. 

And gild this world of storm and strife. 
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Alas! that woman e’er should be 
Bowed to the earth with misery, 

And that her soul from pleasure’s sky 
Should like a meteor fall from high! 

Alas! that ever sound should flow 

Of aught but bliss from woman’s tongue; 
And sadder sfiS that e’er with woe 
‘ Her heart devoted should be wrung; 

But ah! most sad when woman gay 

Must swan-like sing her dying lay! 

1 

xm 

Fate’s darksome fountain is unsealed; 

And bright my gifted vision sees 
*^The hoofc^idestSnff revealed, 

^^With all its hallowed mysteries. 

^^The years to come around me rise, 

With sights unseen, and sounds unheard 
Before me all the future flies 

"'As if ’twere some pelestial bird; 
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“And every waving of its wings 
“ Still something uncreated llings- 
“ Bright in the scroll of doom I see 
“ The bliss that is reserved for me, 

“ With all the good whoso ebbless flow 
“ Is only dreamt of here below. 

“ 0 ! sure an angel might lay down 
“ His robe of light, his starry crown, 

“ And his exalted iflaco resign 
“ For all the bliss that must bo mine; 

“ Tlie bliss all other bliss above— 

“ Love! Love! immortal, boundless Love! 

“ I see the wreath that sprites are wreathing, 
“And o’er it forms of light are breathing, 

“ While bounteous gods the garland ble.w 
“ To give it life and loveliness. 

“ How beautiful!—each (Vagrant llowor 
“ Is culled from Indra’s greenest bower- — 

“ And if above Immortals prize 
“Those blossoms with delighted eyes. 
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0! what were even a petal Worth 
heaven's Cameeni’^ sweet on earth! 
Now, from the casket rich of night 
They've brought small jewels made of light> 
A few eternal stars to shine 
" Like diamonds with thos^ dowers divine— 

« And xm, 

The wreath of immortality J 
And they have built an emerald bower 
Where with my loved-one many an hour 
We'll while away, like happy birds. 

Rich music breathing in our words, 

Soft odours stealing from our sighs, 

And pleasure laughing in our eyes. 



That shames the azure of the sky; 
And as its onward path it takes 
Ever delicious music makes. 

Like sweetest echo answering 
A minstrel i^eraph's sSver string, 

* The Murraya exotica. 
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‘‘ Its golden margin is a bed 
“ Where blushingly the lotus red 
“ Her bosom opens to the bee, 

“ As if it were invitingly; 

“ And all her scented sighs are given 
“ To float around perfuming heaven! 

“ And there the winged breezes bring 
“ Delicious hymns that planets sing; 

“ Each breathing such a blessed tone 
“ To ear of mortal all unknown. 

“ Oh! soon with purer feet I’ll press 
“ That hallowed land of happiness; 

“ That court whose pavement is o’erlaid 
“ With gems and flowers that cannot fade 
“ That temple where the footsteps l)right 
“ Fall on a floor of chrysolite, 

" Its diamond roof’s the bound of space, 
“ Itself the spirit’s resting-place, 

“ By foot with taint of earth untrod— 

“ The glorious kingdom of our God!” 
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XVIII. 

The vision’s past, and heaven hath drawn 
Its curtain ’twixt itself and her; 

And ne’er had brighter vision gone 
From eye of woman lovelier! 

And as it dream-like fled, it cast 
A glow . 

Bidding her pallid cheek unclose 
The folded petals of its rose. 

With upward gaze, and white clasped hands, 
She, like a heaven-wrought statue, stands— 
’Tis thus that woman fair should be 
W<>i*^hipped as a divinity; 

Just \^hen her beauty beams so bright, 

As totJs^^^ for hpman sight; 

Just in that hobr when all her worth 
Is fitter far for h^ven than earth! 

The Brahmun brea^^s her reverie. 

As Pubnaf stirs the\silent sea; 

»The'Ood of' JVwid. 
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The calmness of her face hath jtast. 

As flics the rainbow from the blast; 

Her hands npon her breast are laid 
As in her ear the spell is said. 

The world that shall her passport be 
To regions of Eternity! 

And now unto the God of light 
Still beaming o’er this mournful sight. 

Her holy hymn Nuleeni sings, 

"Whose voice is so divine a one, 

That strain upon an angel’s wings 
Is surely wafted to the sun. 

XIX. 

HYMN TO THE SUN. 

God of this beauteous world! whom earth and 
heaven 

Adore in concert, and in concert love, 
Whose praise is hymned by the eternal seven 
Bright wheeling minstrels of the Courts 
above! 
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God of this glorions universe!—^the sea 

Smiles in thy glance, and gladdens in thy ray. 

And lifteth up its voice in praise to thee 
Giver of good. Creator of the day I 

God of th’ immortal mind! with power to scan 
Thongiits that KKe diamonds in the cavern 
lie. 

Though deeply bedded in the breast of man. 
Distinct and naked to thy piercing eye. 

God of Eternity! whose golden throne 

Is borne upon the wings of angels bright; 

God of all goodness, thou art God alone, 

Oirclefd wMh glosry, diademed with light! 

Thou look’st from thy pavilion, and each cloud 
Like fear o’ercome by hope triumphant, flies; 

The angry thunder’s voice, though raving loud. 
At thy Imight presence into silence dies. 
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When all is darkness, like the sad soul’s night. 
And tempests lower like grief upon our 
hearts, 

Affrighted nature sees thy forehead bright. 

The black storm furls his banner, and 
departs. 

Thou mak’st the rainbow with thy golden beams 
Span the blue ocean rolling at thy feet; 

Set in the sky that arch of promise seems 

Like hope still distant, and like hope still 
sweet. 

The flowers, the beautiful of earth, implore. 
Like woman in distress, thy rays to bring 

Their beauty out of nothing, and their store 
Of scent and sweetness from their latent 
spring. 


F 



34 


The forest’s green is of thy giving. Thou 

Dost fling its emerald mantle o er the earth— 
Prostrate to thee let all creation bow. 

For all creation at thy word had Mrth, 

0 Sun! thy herald is the morning star, 

Lite fame preceding greatness; but when day 
Comes <m advancing with thy gilded ear. 

Heaven’s hosts of wonder melt like sparks 
away. 

Who shall declare thy glory?—Unto thee 
My heart in fervent adoration kneels; 

Thou know'st whatever its spfferi|igs in%y fee. 

To the& it trei^Hngty appeals. 

God of this beauteous world, whom earth and 
heaven 

Adore in concert, and in concert love; 

Thy praise is hymned by the perpetual seven 
Bright wheeling minstrels of the courts above. 
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God of this glorious universe! the sea 

Smiles in tliy glance, and gladdens in thy ray. 

And llfteth up its voice in praise to thee. 

Giver of good, creator of the day! 

God of th' immortal mind! with power to scan 
Thoughts that like diamonds in the eavcrii 
lie, 

riiough deeply bedded in the breast of man, 
Distinct and naked to thy piercing eye. 

Sod of Eternity! whose golden throne 

Is borne upon the wings of angels bright; 

5od of all goodness, thou art God alone, 

Circled with glory, diademed with light! 


XX, 

ly sudden wrench to tear away 

From all that makes existence dear, 

The sunny smile, the love-breathed lay. 

The joys that soothe, the hopes that cheer; 
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From earth, with all the stars and flowers 
That burn and bloom beneath the sky; 
From every bliss that life makes our’s 
Away for ever far to fly; 

Like other wild and giddy things 
To give the soul delirious wings. 

And bid it, like it^ fancies free. 

Wander beyond reality— 

This may to colder spirits seem 
As fearful as a maniac's dream!— 

It is as if we left the strand 
Of some delightful fairy land. 

Where birds and bees their music twine 
Making existence most divine; 

Where perfames breathe, and breezes creep. 
Where skies their dew in diamonds weep. 
And sweetness in each sigh is shed— 

It is as if from these we fled 
With reckless heart, and quite alone. 

And trusting to some fragile bark, 





* Had madly risked our all upon 

A waste of water drear and dark. 

XXI. 

Full soon the link of being’s chain 
That holds Nuleeni yet below, 

Shall be for ever snapped in twain— 

And then, adieu to mortal woe! 
Before the pile she bends her brow. 

With all affections she must part. 
And those that cling to earth must now 
At once be severed from her heart.— 
And from her head the wreath she takes. 
Seven circuits round the pile she makes. 
And now with baleful brand on lire 
She slowly mounts the dreadful pyre! 

XXfI. 

Now all is silent, sad, and still. 

As moonlight on a heath-clad hill; 
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No insect’s wing^ is heard to whirr. 

The very air has ceased to stir. 

And expectation breathless bends 
To watch the pile that grief ascends* 

But hark! a voice in thunder cries 
Redeem th’ xinoffered sacrihce— 

Come, like tie tempest gafeering on.”— 

The crowd is broke, the victim won! 

Quick through the thronging group they rushed 
As if a stream from mountain gushed. 

Or wild North-wester from its cave 
Broke loose in madness there to rave!— 

Each horseman couched his battle-lance 
To check the headlong foe’s advance, 

Tfwas all in^v^n, the foe 

With teinpered sabre wards the blow— 

The holy bands in terror fly. 

The brave, the young, resisting, die ; 

The women weep,—for in her fears 
Woman has nothing left but tears; 
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Disorder reigns:—the yell, the shont, 
Tlic dying gasp, the groan, the ront, 
Alas! have uiarrcd the solemn scene 
Where late mysterious rites had been— 
But there Nuleeni's angel form 
Beams like a rainbow in the storm! 

XXIIL 

Beneath the sacred w'ave, whose hue 
Is changed from gold to deepest blue. 
The sun has sunk to cool his brow. 

And all is soft, and soothing now! 

The shades of evening slowly creep. 

As o'er the eyelid fallcth sleep. 

Advancing so insensibly 

Its soft approaches none may see. 

And sweet the vesper star appears. 
Like beauty’s eye just washed in tears; 
And gently floats the zephyr by. 

Like bashful maiden’s timid sigh; 
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And unperceived the dewy shower 
On bush and brake;, on field and flower, 
Descending, maketh all things fair— 

As if a spirit scattered there 
In playful mood, the brightest gems 
Of loftier angels^ diadems.— 

Attended by the band 
Has fair Tfuleeni reached the strand. 

And like a sea-nymph there she smiles 
While gazing on those rocky isles. 

Which frown like tyrants proud—and she, 
In scarce a moment more, will be 
Upon those crags so bleak and bare— 

The only flower that blossamed there 
" Our chaise m safe—un^ntoo^ fbe boat— 

"" Now swiftly o’er the billows pass— 
The wind is up, the bark afloat, 

And oars have broke the watery glass. 
The rugged crew now rudely sing 
In triumph for the prize they bring 5 
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Such music wild the tempest wakes 
When wrathful from his cave he breaks. 


XXIV. 

SONG. 

Our toil is done^ our treasure won. 

And now we homeward glide; 

Our hearts are light, our hopes are bright 
As this transpatnnt tide. 

Towards yon grey isle the waters flow. 
Then brothers, brothers, bravely row. 

The rising gale hath filled our sail. 

It bends our slender mast; 

And now the word is, like a bird. 

We’ll reach our homo at last. 
Towards yon grey isle the waters flow. 
Then brothers, brothers, bravely row. 

6 
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The moon on high adorns the sky, 

Like us she onward fleets— 

Towards home my men! and gladly then 
Our presence pleasure greets. 

And see! our isle of rock is won— 

Now brothers, brothers, bravely done. 

XXV. 

Jungheera's craggy base is now 
Beneath Nuleeni's silver feet— 

And who descends its craggy brow 

Her love-lit smile, and cheek to greet? 
O! for the speed of swiftest hound 
At once into her arms to bound! 

O! for the speed of 
Or eagle's wing, or airy dream. 

Or lightning glance of rapid eye 
From yonder rocky height to fly.—> 

And whence is he, and whose the arms 
That circle fair Nuleeni’s charms?— 
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His dusky brow, Ms raTen hair. 

His limbs of strength, his martial air. 

His eye though softened into love 
Far from the mildness of the dove. 

His baldric round his manly waist. 

His sabre hung, his pistols braced, 

Bespeak Min sure some bloody man— 

The chieftain of a robber clan. 

But whence came he?—tis certain here 
A sainted soul, a meek Fakeer 
On whom religion's sacred ray 
Shines bright, hath dwelt for many a day*— 
This is the saint—nay can it b© 

The holy man?—Ms he! Ms he! 

XXVL 

The diamond tear is in her eye. 

She madly clings to his embrace, 
Breathing Love's warm impassioned sigh. 
For she hath found her resting place» 
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Yes, for althoug:h the soul unblest 

Like wandering, wounded bird may roam. 
The one, the fond beloyed breast 
Is still, is still its happy home! 

Like life to hope, she clung to him. 

For now was severed sorrow’s chain; 
Away had^ pass^ tbe.tempest grim^ 

And joy in sunshine beamed again. 

Her voice its tone of gladness found. 

Her eyes their lustre flashed around. 

As if the spell that bound their light 
Had broken been that blissful night— 

O God! and am I here,” she cried. 

Once more in these beloved arms; 

And do I in thy bosom hide 

From danger safe and death’s alarms? 

0 ! let me kneel, and kiss thy feet 
" Since now the hour of fear is o’er; 

For even to die it had been sweet 
Than live to see thy face no more. 
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" And death I could have better borne 
“ Than even a moment brief of life 
“ To be the object of my scorn, 

“ And with myself at endleSfe strife. 
" With thee a passing moment might 
“ Be all the bliss in store for me; 

“ But like an angel’s vision bright 
“ That moment were Eternity. 

Without thee-but I cannot tell 

" That on which fancy dare not dwell— 

" And yet methinks, if aught should e’er 
“ Betide, and force our souls to part, 
“ With more than calmness I could bear 
“ A viper feeding on my heart— 

“ That agony were heaven compared 
“ To dreary life by thee unshared.— 

“ Such dismal fear hath past; and this 
“ Bright hour Mffls my dream of bliss: 

I dreamt, and now before my view 
“ My dream, my golden dream is true!— 
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I dreamt how happy it might be 
To dwell in some loae isle with thee^ 

To while the sun-lit hours away 
In singing thee my softest lay, 

While timid echo made reply 
With voice like tone of angel high; 

“ And when the sacared vc^sper star 
Drove through the sapphire sky her car. 
How sweet ^twould he to watch her light 
Upon the jewelled brow of night, 

To gaze on her so pure, so fair, 

" And wish ourselves for ever there! 

And when the breezes nightly crept 

Like spirits’ sighs, so sweet mdi soft. 
While heawen in 4ew-4rops wept 

^^For erring man who weeps more oft; 
Then I on this devoted breast 

Would pillow that dear head of thine 
And seraphs kind would guard thy rest 
Since nothing save thysdf were mme. 
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“ And I would keep thee like a thought 
“ Which Memory in her temple keeps. 
When every sorrow sinks to nought, 

“ And all the past of misery sleeps— 

“ 0 thus should thy bright image dear 
“ Above my heart’s warm altar sit, 

“ While every hope, affection, fear 

“ Of mine like lamps were round thee lit. 
“ O! thou I’ve said, should’st ever be 
" My only worshipped deity; 

" And I have made my breast a shrine 
“ For every look and word of thine, 

" To thee, to thee my soul hath turned 
“ Whene’er with gladness it hath burned, 

■' Whene’er my heart at rapture’s touch 

“ Has wildly thrilled in strange delight 
With soft and blest emotions, such 

" As lutes awake when struck by night j 
" O! thou hast ever been the one 
My faithful thoughts have dwelt upon; 
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" And in my hours of misery 
" They Ve turned to thee, and only thee! 

In calm, in shine, in storm, and strife, 
^^Thou, thou hast been my light of life; 
Whene'er the tempest flapped its wing 
My poor devoted head above. 

To one fond hope. I still could cling. 

And that one hope was in thy love,— 
Hadst thou not snatched me from the pile 
" Where late it was my lot to be, 

To death I could have given a smile 

If death from woe had set me free:— 
Then in the form of some small bird. 

When passed from life my, spirit bright, 
I would have come uns©en> unheard. 

To these grey rocks by deepest night 
And in thy gentle ear alone 
" I would have poured each melting tone. 
That from the dream-land I could bring 
Where sweetest winds, and seraphs sing!— 
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TIiOk^c fancies were but slmdowy bliss 
Compared to half the truth of this— 
These monoieiits quite overcome the years 
That I have seen of grief and tears^, 

And all my sorrows past o’erpay 
By melting future fears away. 

How heavenly briglit is this to me! 

Can it be ail reality? 

May not these moments make them wings. 
And fly like other happy things 
To bettor regions fai;, and fast. 

Too fair and lovely long to last? 

^ Say, Lovo! to thee doth all not Seem 
A bright but unsiibstantial dream, 

^ A glorious vision kindly given 
^ To let us taste on earth of heaven?—■ 

^ It boots not, so ne’er dawn the day 
To chase the lovely dream away/' 


II 
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XXVII. 

“Nay—this is now no dreaming hoar— 

“ Beats not my hefart reply to thine, 

“ And clasp I not my peatl, my flower, 

“ My star—^the precious all that’s mine 
“ And feel I not thy burning sighs 

“ Like iacenae feom ai censet bright, 

“ And sparkle not thy speaking eyes ? 

“ No—^no—this is no dream to-night. 

“ Or if a vision fair it be 
“ It breathes too warm of ecstasy; 

“ And oh! too much, too much of heaven 
“ Unto this blissful hour is given— 

“ Come cheer thee. Love! betide wh^bmay, 
“ It wiU not, cajiuot pass fttvayl. 

“ Nay, weep not, yet, it is too soon 
“To cloud with grief our golden moon; 

“ I pray thee, dash away that tear, 

“No sign of woe should threaten here-— 
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“ But if thy fears would prophesy 
“ Of gathering ill, and dang(;r nigh, 

“ Believe them irot my gentle Love! 

“ No vulture here shall scare my dove.—■ 

“ Ah! wherefore then through fire and sword 
“ To snatch from death essay did I, 

“ My best beloved, my mo,st adored, 

“ If thus our joys must early die? 

“ No surely all the pitying power.s 

“ So dark a doom will ne'er decree— 

" Long years of sunshine shall be our’s, 

“ And all in mercy, sweet! to thee. 

“ Thy tender heart, thy spirit pure 

“ Beaming through those celestial eyes, 

“ Shall cloudless days of gold secure, 

“ And happiest nights of diamond skies. 

“ Then fear not, gentlest! earthly woo 
“ Can never to our lot be given; 

“Thou art too heavenly yet to know 

“ A single thought that’s not from ’ 
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And earth a shadow dare not fling* 

" Upon thy spotless spirit"s wing!—- 
My night of life hath passed away. 

And thou—the orb that beamed afar- 
Art sparkling in the brow of day, 

" My gem of hope, my rising star! 

01 thon hs^t teroke the iqheerless gloom 
“ That frowned my luckless lot above. 
And brought me fondly in its room 
The light, the life, the soul of love! 
The past unto my spirit seems 
Like tales long told, or fleeted dreams; 
The present shines so warm, so bright 
As if our souls were dwellers fair 
In day’s respl^dent <:rrb:of light, 
'^Enjoying all the bliss that’s there; 
And oh! if brightness more may be 
The future beams so bright to me.— 

No more to Mecca’s hallowed shrine 
Shall wafted be a prayer of mine; 
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The night went by, and morning’s wing 

Through eastern skies came waving grey; 
The last lone star was glittering 
With indistinct^ and feeble ray, 

Like hope, whene’er it beams afar, 

A pale, a cold, a trembling star! 

The breeze nf matin roams about 
Sweet as the sigh a rose gives out. 

When she hath half the sorrows heard 
At silent hour, in plaintive lay 
Of her enamoured minstrel bird 
Pining with passion pure away. 

The heavens are tinged with many a hue. 
Gold, amethyst, and softest blue; 

As if the angels there had Jung 

Those colours from their plumes of light. 
And when their morning hymn was sung 
Had rushed away from mortal sight* 
Each cloud or melts, or swiftly flies 
Like strangest dreams from sleepers’ eyes; 




CANTO SECOND. 


There may be cankers in the sweetest rose, 
Eating into its heart The lightning bright 
That cuts ethereal space with speed so greats 
As ’'twere upon an angel’s errand filing, 

Kills, though 'tis beautiful. Alas» alas ? 

The cankered rose, the ligiitning, and young 
Are in their natuies like. 


DAEK shadows arc falling on holy Mandar, 

Who rears Ms bold brow like a monarch afar; 

’Tis the time when the dove seeks his mate in 
her nest. 

And beauty lies pillowed on Love s gentle 
breast; 

When seraphs their flight to our green earth are 
winging 

To hear the sweet hymn that the wild winds arc 
singing, 

1 
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When the sound of the Pearl-fall enraptured 
we hear 

Like the strains of heaven’s singers saluting 
the ear. 

And the gush of the fountain afar is as soft 

As the flute of young Krishna* on mountains 
aloft; 

Wh^ the boughs of the forest all gaily are 
swinging, 

And flowers their rich fragrance around us are 
flinging.; 

When the Bulbul’s loved mate, the Znleikba oi 
flowers. 

Like a young eastern bride, bloops, nnseeu in 
brnrhoww; 

When the moon looketh out to nwaken 

A thOB^t in the ga;zer of maiden fbrsakenj 

Thestos are expanding like young hopes above. 

And Mght as the eyes of the iady we Ipye^ 

• Mie iBdiaa Apollo. 
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And the heavens their gem-melted dew-drops 
are weeping 

O’er evergreen shrubs that in silence are sleep¬ 
ing. 

On, on to the sea is the blue river flowing 
Xiihe Time to Eternity, ceaselessly going. 

And glassed on its bosom the planets behold 
Their faces as bright as the sheen of pure gold: ■ 
The lamps are lit up in the Mussulman’s towers, 
\n(\ soft is the song in his emer^d bowers! 

\nA sweet’s the sitar that the minstrel hath 

Ani ‘ll!» fcatli 

sung— t ■ ' 

O! these are for Shoojah inRajmahal gay. 

The swig-gladdened halls, and the minstrel’s 

The' ItSijqjiinfSS fleets 

The scenes so.'’ei^chhniti#,'’lhe mtthic 'so sweet! 
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IL 

The lamps upon each marble wall 

Now echoiEg with the soEnd of song^ 

Have chased the night from Rajmalialj 
Where iows the revel load, and lon.g« 

Those lamps are all of glittering gold 
Like sunset gleaming o’er the sea^ 

And scented is the store they hold 
As ever maiden’s locks may be. 

Their rays are flashing free, and far. 

As at some blest ImmortaFs call. 

Whose hand from heaven had plucked each star 
To gem that brilliant festival ; 

And still where’er their light they fling 
New beauties out of darkness spring; 

Like Memory casting back her beams 
O’er years of past Elysian dreams 
That dawn upon the dazzled view. 

As brought from heaven, so bright, so new!—- 
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A feast the prince hath made to-night; 

And young, and old are glad, and gay. 

And every feature beams delight. 

As ’twerc the spirit’s holiday. 

As if the pleasures man has yet 

Brought down from brighter, better spheres 
Had there in smiles together met. 

And banished earthly griefs and tears. 
Roses festooned, and gaily wreathed. 

Scattered their sweets on all so fair. 

As if in each an angel breathed. 

Or love-lorn fay were sighing there.— 

On carpet bright of velvet green 

Whose broidcred rim with gold is shining, 
With i>earl.s the glittering lines between, 

Xhc prince is all at case reclining. 

And golden cups and goblets bright 

With spices sweet from Limka’s* isle. 

And sherbel.s all like liquid light, 

►Sparkle around him Ihcre the while. 

* Ck'yloss, 
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And crystal vases gemmed with goM^ 
Meet ornaments for heavenly bowers^ 
In fragrant heaps and clusters hold 

The most enchanting fairy flowers« 
A shawl is wreathed aroand his brow 
Flashing in purple pleasure’s pride; 
His eye laughs ont, Ms heart is now 
* Afloat upon enjoyment’s tide. 

Behold a young Cashmerian girl 
With cheek of rosOj, and neck of pearly 
Before Mm stands;—the fairest star 
Burning in beauteous skies afar 
Might trembling shrink away to vie 
With the pure lustre of her eye. 

And on her small, white ice-like feet 
Just fit to fall on fairest flowers 
In garden groves, by moon-lit hours, 
Are golden anklets tinkling sweet. 

Her arm is raised, so round, so fair. 

So delicate, it looks as ’twerc 
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I prize them—yeSj as though they were 
On earth the only things divine, 

The only good, the only fair— 

And oh! that heart and hand are thine. 

My native land hath heavenliest bowers 

Where Honris ruby-cheeked might dwell. 
And they are gemmed with buds and flowers 
Sweeter than lip or lute may tell. 

But there’s a sigh, and there’s a tear 

With passion’s warmth, and glory’s shine; 
Than bud or flower to me more dear— 

And oh! that tear and sigh are thine. 

My native home, my native home 

Hath in its groves the turtle dove. 

And from her nest she will not roam— 

For it is warmed with faith and love. 

But there is love, and there is faith, 

Which round a bleeding heart entwine. 
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To thee devoted even to death— 

And ah! that love and faith are mine! 

A mosque there is in fair Cashmeer 
With all its minarets bright as day^ 

Where resteth now of sainted Peer* 

The lifeless but unfading clay» 

But there's a hearty, a broken hearty 

Where burns a thought as in a shrine^. 

And cannot, will not, all depart— 

The thought’s of tlieo, the heart is mine.— 

IV. 

The last note lingered on the ear 

As if from thence 'twcre loath to part. 

Like memories of the one most dear 
Still fondly clinging to the heart 
At last it fell, they heard it not; 

It died so like a spirits sigh 
That Echo’s faithful self forget 

To make her farewell, faint reply.— 

^ A holy man, caEoutized for ©xtraordliiary pioly aid doYotioi. 

K 
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And see a minstrel now appears 
Familiar quite with griefs and tears. 
Although Ms gifted eye hath shone 
But few short years the world upon 
So many turns of fate to know— 

That eye is eloquent of woe! 

Alas! alas! the poef s doom-*- 

O! say not that Ms doom is bright— 
His heart’s a taper in a tomb 

Flinging around sepulchral light: 
The proud, the cold, the careless eye 
That will not fix on genius high. 

Has power the minstreFs pangs to wake. 
And his enthusiast spirit break— 

Then deem Mm not by fortune blest, 

Child of the bleeding heart and breast— 
The bard all meekly bent his brow. 

Then o’er the keys of memory ran 
To try if they were faithful now— 

Then bowed again, and thus began.— 
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V. 

THE LEGEND OF THE SHUSHAN. 

O! Love is strong?, and its hopes ’twill build 
Where nothing beside would dare; 

O! Love is bright, and its beams will gild 
The desert dark, and bare. 

And yoirth is the time, the joyful time 
When visions of bliss are before us; 

But alas! when gone, in our sober prime 
We sigh for the days flown o’er us. 

For youth and loye their hopes will build 
Where nothing beside would dare; 

And they both arc bright, and their beams will gild 
The desert dark, and bare. 

The rain Ml fast, and the midnight blast 
Its horrible chaunt did sing. 

And it howled and raved as it madly past 
Like a demon on wildest wing. 
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The precipitous lightniBg beamed all bright^ 

As it flashed from the dark, dark sky. 

Like the beautiful glance (which kills with its 

light) 

Of a woman’s large black eye. 

It hissed through the air, and it dipped in the 
waye. 

And it madly plunged into earth. 

Then pursued the wind to its desolate cave. 
And hurried to its home in the north; 

Some spirit had charmed each gathered cloud 
Till the mystic spell it broke; 

And then uprising, oft’ and loud 
The heavens in thunder spoke. 

And sooth it seemed as if save that gleam 
All nature had lost her light— 

The moon had concealed her beautiful beam; 
’Twas a fearful, fearful night. 
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On the wings of the storm each star had past 
To its home of rest fur away. 

As if in the blast there could not last 
Of radiance even a ray; 

As if like hope and joy they ne’er 
Too long should brightly shine. 

Lest if on earth they for ever were, 

Existence might be divine! 

Twas a dismal night; and the tempest sang 
As it rushed o’er flood and fell; 

And loud the laugh of spirits rang 
With the demon’s midnight yell. 


And the shriek and cry rose wild and high 
From many an earthless form; 

And roar and shout cut through the sky. 
And mixed with the voice of the storm. 
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But Love is strou", and its hopes ’twill build 
Where nothing beside would dare; 

And Love is bright, and its beams will gild 
The desert dark, and bare 

And youth is the time, the joyful time 
When visions of bliss are before us; 

But alas! gone, in our sober prime 
We sigh for the days flown o’er us. 

For love and youth their hopes will build 
Where nothing beside would dare; 

And they both are bright, and their beams will 
gild 

The desert dark, and bare. 

O! why at this hour in the dark Shushan 
Is the Prince Jogindra sighing ? 

Sure that cannot be a dwelKng for man 
WTiere the loathsome dead are lying. 
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Unearthly dogs are barking there 

As to break the dead sleeper’s dream; 

And the grey wolf howls—’tis his dismal lair— 
And the owl glints by with a scream. 

The night wind moans, like a sick man’s groans 
When he fevered gasps on his bed— 

Then why is the Prince here all alone ?- 
Ah! Radhika fair is dead! 


The wind may moan like a sick man’s groan 
When he fevered gasps on his bed— 

But why is the Prince here all alone 
Though Radhika fair be dead? 

Her spirit is gone to some region blest 
Unhurt by the storm and the strife— 

She will not wake from her dreamless rest; 
And who shall cham her to life ? 
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Blit there was a man^ and a holy mm.^ 

A g'ifted Snnyasee^ 

Who hade Mm dwell in the dark Shnshan 
For days and black nights three. 

There demons shall come and bid thee do 
Full many a fearful deed; 

But if thou quail or shrink, thoult rue, 
And death shall be thy meed. 

Each night three trials must be past. 

Of earthly pain severest; 

And thou, if true, shalt win at last 
" Thy Radhika fairest, dearest! 

But themes one deed thou shalt not do 
" Though a spirit bright bids tJm — 

Yet if thou dare, that deed thoult rue;’^ 
Said the sainted Sunyasee. 
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“ Now name that deed, thou holy man!” 

Cried the Prince all eagerly; 

“ And I shall dwell in the dark Shushan 
“ For days and black nights three.” 

'' It may not be,” said the Sunyasee; 

« Tliy faith must yet be tried; 

“ And if great thy love and thy wisdom be, 

« Thou Prince! shalt win thy bride. 

“ But all unarmed, that home of the dead 
" And heedless of friend or foe, 

“ With feet unshod must Jogindra tread”— 
Saidtho Prince—“With joy I go.” 

For Love is strong, and its hopes ’twill build 
Where nothing beside would dare; 
knd Love is bright, and its bmm wiE gild 
The desert datfk and bare. 


h 
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And youth is the time, the joyful time 
When visions of bliss are before us; 

But alas! when gone, in our sober prime 
We sigh for the days flown o’er ns. 

For love and youth their hopes will build 
Where nothing beside would dare; 

And they both are bright, and their beams will 
gild 

The desert dark and bare. 

Three days are done, and two nights gone 
In painful trials past; 

This night remains, and the bride is won. 

If strong he be tp the last. * 

He sat on a stone, aU mute and lone. 

By the corpse of his Radhika fair. 

When the lightning flashed, and the wind made 
moan. 

And a beautiful spirit stood there! 
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Her eyes seemed made of the pure star-light. 
And her face was mild and sweet; 

Her neck was white as the flower of night, 
And her tresses kissed her feet. 

Her form was like to the cypress tree. 

And her cheek, it was young love’s bed; 

Her fairy step, was light and free. 

Her lip like the lotus red. 

Her voice was sweet as when ripplets meet 
And sigh o’er a pebbled strand; 

So soft was her song, it seemed to belong 
To a happy, heavenly land. 

The Spirit’s Song, 

Oh! now do not leave me 

Since false friends have flown; 
Dear Love! do not grieve me, 

I’ve thought thee mine own. 
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Mid tempest and storm, love! 

Mid good and mid ill. 

Thy form, thy bright form, love! 

My star hath been still. 
Though prospects before me 
Were darksome, and drear. 
Though clouds gathered o’er me 
Still, still thou wast near! 





O! thus on my sorrow 

There shone silver beams; 
Alas! ere the morrow 

They vanished like dreams! 
My bird was the sweetest 
That ever did sing. 

But ah! ’twas the fleetest. 

And wild was its wing. 

But sweeter, far sweeter 

Did hope weave her lay. 

And ah me! much fleeter 
She flew far away. 

I’ve found thee, I’ve found thee— 
My griefs would be done 
If love’s chain had bound thee. 
And made us but one. 

Then oh! do not leave me. 

Or wtetfihed I'll be— 

For now what coul4 grieve me 
But parting from thee ? 
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Her dawning smile breaks pensively; 

With supplicating hands^ 

And sad yet soft beseeching eye 
That fairy vision stands. 

Jogindra's glance upon her dwelt^ 

As there were magic in her form; 

He gazed^ he sighed, he almost felt 
His heart within him warm. 

But no! he cried, for constancy 
Is every charm above; 

And I shall still be true to thee. 

My Kadhika! my Love 

The storm is hushed, and the moon her light 
Has softly iung o'er all. 

And the dark Shushaa is a palace bright 
With lamps on each crystal walk 
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’Mid a glittering throng the sonnd of song 
Now floats on the scented air. 

As minstrel seraphs glad and young 
Were waking their music there! 

From heavenliest bowers they Ve gathered flow¬ 
ers. 

Red roses, and jasmines white; 

On the wings of joy swift fly the hours. 

For the night is a bridal night! 

And high on a throne of aznre, and gold 
Jogindra in piiao^f pride 
All smiling sits,—on his arm behold 
Leans Badhika fair his bride! 

O! Love is strong, and its hopes ’twill build 
Where nothing beside would dare; 

O! Love is bright and its beams will gild 
The desert dark and bare. 
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And youtli is the time, the joyful time 
When visions of bliss are before us; 

But alas! when gone, in our sober prime 
We sigh for the days flown o’er us. 

For love and youth their hopes will build 
Where nothing beside would dare; 

And they both are bright, and their beams will 
gild 

The desert dark and bare. 


VI. 

The youthful minstrel’s lay is o’er; 

But ere he bows him to depart, 

A hundred princely nobles pour 

A stream of plaudits on his heart. 

0! lamps have never shed such light 
In garden bower, or palace gay 
As pleasure flung, so warm, so bright 

On him who just had breathed his lay! 
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Alas! we live in iron days 

"When lips are sparing even of praise; 

As though in one approving tone 
Too much of heaven and rapture shone; 
As though it vrere too pure a gem 
Freely to cast away to them 
Whose glassy joys a glance may break. 
Whose happiness a smile can shake. 
Their heaven the rapture-lighted eye, 

And triumph, song-awakened sigh! 

VII. 

But now, a hum as when young bees 
Come swarming round the rich date trees. 
Creeps slowly on the listeners’ ear, 
Mvancing near, and still more near;— 
fhe crowd gives way:—^with aspect high 
knd piercing quick inipatient eye 
Jhooting its glances from beneath 
k raven lash as dark as death; 

»i: 
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With wrinkled brow, but still sublime. 
Like tlie tall cedar scathed by time, 

With haughty mien and unbent hands 
A venerable father stands!— 

IVe gazed on many a rained wall 
And shattered tower at Rajmahal; 

I’ve looked on many a battlement 
By time destroyed or tempest rent; 

And as their fragments round me lay. 
Those mighty wrecks did I survey 
Not with such feelings as a iower 
May wake, when bowed by gust or shower 
'’Twas thus, not pitying^ but amazed 
All eyes upon that father gazed, 

A stranger there—but when he spake 
None else the silence dared to brake* 

VIIL 

He neither bowed, nor projflfcred gold. 

His sorrows were too fresh and wild; 
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But soon the mournful tale was told 
Of fair Nuleeni, his lost child. 

He spake of feelings crashed, of shame,. 

Of ruined hopes, of blighted name^ 

Of all that man hath fondly thought 
Brightens existence with its beams; 

As if those idle fancies brought 

Whatever of heaven a poet dreams; 

As if the visions which on earth 
Have gained the sacred name of worth. 

Could, for a passing moment, bless 
The soul with aught like happiness!— 

His tale was told:—-of manly grief 

He stood the statue, warmed with life; 
Demanding vengeance, not relief, ' 

Honour alive, or death in strife; 

Yes—vengeance on the wretch abhorred 
Who broke his heart's lone latest chord,— 
Within the time-worn breast, revenge 
fill slaked its thirst, has scorned to change;— 
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Thongh young and reckless spirits may 
Forgive the wrong the stem repay 
The tender sapling is inclined 
Even by the passing summer wind; 

The mountain monarch towers unbent 
Although by lightning stript and rent« 


IX. 

A thousand of his bravest band^ 

The stars of Moslem chivalry^ 

At princely Shoojah’s high command. 

As though it were some god's decree. 
Attend Xuleeni's Injured sire 
With all the vaunt of martial fire. 

There's gold upon each glittering hilt. 
And crimson is each velvet sheath; 
But brighter shall each blade be gilt. 

And redder flow the stream of death. 
Undinted is each starry shield. 

With silver every lance is bright; 
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But dazsdxng lance on battle-field 

Shall shivered be ere morrow’s light; 

Even like the tall reed by the river. 

Broke by the tempest’s breath for ever:—^ 

And many a broad shield shall be bent. 

And many a broidered vest be rent. 

And many a turban fair be dyed 
In fearful slaughter’s purple tide. 

^ ^ * 

^ ^ 

^ ^ m 0 

How beautiful is moonlight on the stteam! 
How bright on Life is Hope’s enchanting beam: 
Life moves inconstant, like the rippling rill, 
Hope’s and the moon’s rays quiver o’er them 
still! 

How soft upon each flower is fair moonlight 
Making its beauty more serenely bright, 
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Bringing' sweet sighs of fragrance from its breast 
Where all its odours are, like thoughts, at rest. 
How sweet to sit upon a bank, and mark 
The soft moon looking on a little bark. 

As if she watched it from her azure sphere. 

The guardian spirit of its blest career; 

Flinging her melted pearls upon its sail 
That swells with infant pride before the gale,— 
How speeds the shallop with its fleecy wing. 
Like bliss or fancy—quite a fragile thing! 

Thus shone the moon upon the hallowed wave 
Bright as the wish for freedom in a slave; 

Thus shone the moon upon Junghcera’s flower, 
Nuleeni, rosebud of the rocky bower; 

And thus soft beams upon the shallop lay 
Which soon must bear her Robber-love away. 


XI. 

Alas' that fate should come ’twixt heart and 
heart. 

And, like a tyrant, force the loved to part! 
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Breaking the dream which comes but once to 
bless 

Existence with a ray of happiness— 

That golden vision which, in mercy given. 
Seems as 'twere brought by seraphim from hea¬ 
ven; 

And when ’tis gone, we wish that life were o’er 
To dream in heaven that dream for evermore. 
Alas! that warm celestial Love should know 
The blights of earth, the agonies of woe— 

The killing poison creeping through each vein. 
The feelings crushed, and the bewildered brain. 
The scorpion stia^B^ eyery hope to death, 

And life bereft of all but tears and breath.— 
’Tis well these pangs it never twice can feel. 
For hearts impassioned, wounded, never heal; 
Like broken pearls, no power of mortal art 
Can mend the gems or join the riven heart!— 
When to some spirit we have linked our lot. 
One who, through life, can never be forgot, 
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One, whom with fond afifection we have placed 
To light, and warm the bosom’s dismal waste— 
0! if that spirit from the breast be tom 
Where like a precious jewel it was worn. 

What, when ’tis gone, may memory hope to find? 
A blank—a void—a dreariness of mind!— 

It is as if upon a gloomy night 
When one soft star alone is twinkling bright. 
An angry, lowering cloud of blackest hue 
Should gather o’er, and quench that lingerer too. 

XII. 

’Tis sweet upon the midnight moon to gaze 
As o’er the waters shoot her trembling rays; 

’Tis sweet at star-lit hour to hear the breeze 
Waking o’er pebbles its rich melodies. 

Like a young minstrel with his tuneful art 
Singing to soften the unfeeling heart.— 

But oh! to gaze upon the love-lit eye 
To feel its warmth, and all its witchery; 
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To hear the melting music of that voice 
Which bids the bosom madden or rejoice; 

To know that every glance, and thought, and tone 
Of one devoted spirit is our own— 

O! this is joy, like that to angels given. 

Filled to the brim, the heavenliest cup of heaven. 

Her Robber-love, and young Nuleeni share 
Each bliss as perfect as the heart may bear. 

All those soft dreams th’ impassioned spirit 
knows. 

Those wild emotions Love ajone bestows— 
Ecstatic fancies wM<* Ira* 

Making us quite forget Mortality 
He looked upon her eye, as ’twere the star 
Of life, and death to him—no gem afar 
That sparkled o’er them in the clear blue sky 
Foretold so truly of his destiny.— 

There was a softened sadness on his brow. 

But seldom there, though too apparent now— 

N 
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The savage sternness from his face was gone 
Where but that beam of Melancholy shone-, 

As "twere prophetic of the grief that soon 
Must fling its shadow on their blissful moon— 
Or like a herald onward sent to tell^ 

That all within Ms bosom was not well—• 
^^Thee sweet! to-night for one short hour I 
leave— 

A daring conquest must my band achieve; 
And ^tis my promise, ere another clilef 
Shall be selected for thy love’s relief 
Once more to lead them to their prey alone. 
Then quit for ever, and be all thine own*—• 
Quench not the light of that life-giving eye 
Swift on the wings of Love to thee 111 fly— 
But one short hour—and I demand no more— 
For ever thine, when that short hour is o’er/^ 


XIII. 

How dreadful is the storm, with flag unfurled 
And sheatHess lightning warring with the world! 
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Lost is of light the last remaining ray. 

As if the stars had burnt themselves away; 

Or, as the wind by furious demons driven 
Had quenched for ever those small lamps of 
heaven! 

Hark! how it rushes like a maniac by. 

Raving and singing as it cuts the sky— 

Hark! how it hissing o’er the river flies—■ 
Chafing, the waves, and moaning till it dies; 

As though the spirits of the storm unblest 
Had been sent down to trouble all at rest 
Snatched is the moon from heaven, as she had 
been 

Too fair a witness for so dark a scene; 

As though her delicate, and gentle form 
Might ne’er abide the gathering of the storm. 
But like the beautiful on earth be still 
Bowed or destroyed beneath the blasts of ill. 
The heavens their flood-gates all at once unhat 
The waters wildly hurry to the war, 
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Madly to earth the rain in torrents gushed 
As from its dismal prison-clouds it rushed; 
Against Jungheera’s rocks, and shelving shore 
Loud howls the tempest wild—^the breakers 
roar.— 

Thus, as the tempest dimmed the moon-lit scene^ 
Upon Nuleeni's soul where all had been 
At peace, those words of parting quenched the 
light 

Which made existence most divinely bright.— 
XIV. 

And must we part so soon?—an hour from 
thee, 

A single moment were Eternity— 

When thou art gone—alas! what can I find 
To fill the dreadful vacuum of mind? 

A thought, a feeling that may yield relief 
And, like a pitying angel, soothe my grief? 



93 


“ Yes—but one thought, one feeling shall be 
there— 

“ iTis more to name it than my spirit dare— 

" The doubt—th’ uncertain moments which will 
bring 

“ Pangs that have deadliest poison in their sting— 
“ The dubious hour—the fear of losing thee— 

“ The pain—the parting—no—^it cannot be:— 

“ Why shouldst thou leave me on this stormy 
night, 

“ And, like yon heaven, deprive my soul of light? 
“ Alas! when thou art gone, its latest ray, 

“ Its br^test, warmest baam will ammy. 
‘‘Why o’er tlie waters should my love career? 

« Thy home’s my bosom—come, and rest thee 
here!— 

“ Ah! yet b^oce thy rash resolve be made 
“ Ere of the truth my spirit is afraid, 

“ Let me once warn thee that our doom $o Imgbt 
“ May darkly end—^as darkly speeds the ni^— 
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“ Bat now the moon shone fair in yonder sky; 

“ Like her, our hopes were fair, and far more 
Iiigh— 

The tempest’s win^ has veiled her silver brow; 
Thus fear is gathering o’er round me now* 
Turn not aside from me that brow divine^ 
^^That gaze where I must read the lot that’s 
mine— 

JN'ay—I will cling to thee—0! tear me not 
From thy embrace—is all, is all forgot ? 

Are those fond vows which once to me were 
given 

Gone like thin clouds by winds for ever driven—• 
^^Has love withdrawn at once his meteor light; 
Or why this madness—why this wish to-night— 
This wish to sever—is thy soul estranged 
From her it cherished,—or am I now chang¬ 
ed?— 

^^‘Well, be it so—^forsake me if thou wilt. 

And mine be pangs more keen than conscious 
guilt; 
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^"But ah! not now—this wrathful tempest 
brinj^s 

Unerring death upon its roaring wings. 

When Fortune turning from our path away 
Flings o’er our spirits but a darker day; 
^‘^When parting Hope no promise leaves behind 
'^To cheer the murky midnight of the mind; 

^^If then this cold world force our souls to part 
Breaking this fragile^, this devoted heart; 

^^If from the gathered storm-cloud then the 
bands 

demons flash, like meteors red, their 
brands,— 

Let the wild tempest burst; and if one cry 
Rush from our anguished bosoms to the sky— 
That wail of woe, if we of Fate complain. 
Shall rise with justice, though it rise in vain.— 
But now to sever, even unbidden thus, 

Who dreams how long?—^ah! no—’tis not for 
us— 
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“ My fond entreaties shall thy purpose shake, 

“ This heart no parting of to-night shall break.” 

XV. 

There was that conscious firmness in her tone 
Which Hope but lends to trusting Love alone. 
That certainty which dwells perchance above. 
Unknown on earth, and least of £ill to Love.-- 
Why does the spirit thus itself deceive. 

And all its own fond flatteries believe? 

Is it because those soft delusive dreams 
Like rainbows glow with heavenly-painted 
beams. 

And that to make them we even shed our tears 
If the glad sunshine come from happier 
spheres?— 

Alas! ’tis true; for when those beams have 
flown. 

The tears remain, and they—are all our own! 


9T 

XVI. 

' Nay, I must leave thee—^passed is now my 
word; 

“ And who has known me shrink from trnfh 
or pain? 

‘ Thon shalt not pine in solitude, sweet bird! 
“Ere long I’ll warm thee in my breast 
again— 

" Honour at stake, it were degrading thee 
' Here to remain in soft captivity,— 

“Thou would’st despise me were I meanly 
drive*! 

“To 

“ Our schemes concerted, stratagems arranj^d 
“ Were lost, undone, if now my purpose chang¬ 
ed— 

“ The spoil before us, and my craven hand 
“ Not stretch to gm^ it, mpe to wield my 
brand— 


o 
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As from my soul all firmness were exiled; 

0! that were weakness might disgrace a 
child.— 

But one short hour shalll raise its shadowy 
screen 

Me, and the light of those dear eyes hetween; 
That jiast, existence 'shall he one sweet dream. 
Still lit, still gilded by love% brightest 
beam.— 

Behold, how rapidly the storm-clouds roll 
From heaven's blue face, like shrivelled leaf, 
or scroll. 

'^^The deep-toned thunder booms not on the 
breeze, 

^•^The tempest sings not through the tamarind 
trees; 

The soft, transpareiit air with perfumes sweet 
"Ju^tstirs the ripplets murmuring at <mr feet— 
Each star has set in heaven its urn of light. 
And lo! that black cloud wears a border white 



" While all beyond it is of silver—soon 
“Shall night behold upon her throne, the 
moon— 

“ One hour her progress sb^.!! but scarcely tell 
“ Ere I return—^ i;lo mpre to say farcTfell.— 

XVII. 

Farewell!—alas! that melancholy word 
Comes spelHike on the heart whene’er ’tis. 
heard, .< 

As if the spirit from that moment were 
Boupd.with.a oiir^e to, be dissevered ne’er. 

It lingers on the ear, as if 'twould be 

Still sounding, ujitil slow. Btetuity 

Came stealing o’er existence; and tber.e> seepjSi 

An cpeo in. its echo, as in dreams 

The tBWfitBifii»ai<tett fondly seeks a sign 

He]^ 

Afrh there’s a mournful; alp^frb@th| i^dUL 
In the. faint fall of early love’s farewell. 
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XVIIL 

They're parted—O! that e'er the tried^ the 
fond 

Should seTcred be, and find that all beyond 
That withering moment is but solitude; 

And then the soul its dreary widowhood 
Bewails in chaos!—LoYe’s adieu when spo¬ 
ken 

Leayes nothing to the heart for ever broken—> 
Of all the visions that once bright could be 
O! what remains?—nought but their memory!— 
They're parted*—With his band, that outlaw 
bold 

For plunder armed now quits his rocky hold. 

In starry fragments by the potent stroke 
Of dashing oars the crystal billow’s broke; 

The bark swims onward, like a water sprite 
At play beneath the beauteous eye of night; 
Her pointed prow has kissed the moonlit strand 
That now receives the Robber and Ms band*-^ 
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Then to the secret haunt, and there to each 
His desperate duty shall their captain teach; 
Each man his charge ^ ^ 


XIX. 

Hark! is the wind through the forest rushing. 
Hark! is the stream from the mountain gushing. 
Is it the whirlwind scouring the plain, 

Is it the storm on his wing again ?— 

No! ^tis the voice of the trumpet loud 
Speaking to horsemen, and horses proud; 

Down to the plain like torrents they dash. 

And the lightning that gleams is their faul- 
chion's flash. 

And the shout that rushes through silence on 
higli 

Like the tempests v6ido i^ the haMe-ery,— 
The cry of the Moslem ring^g afar. 

The dreadful herald of madness and war; 
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To hear it ascending the tlinnder is damb— 
Arm and up^ for they come^ they come! 

^‘"Strike! 'tis the demon; deep, deep in Ms 
breast 

Let your lances be gilt, and your sabres find 
rest; 

Come on to tM encounter, ye faithful! ye 
brave! 

To night ye must give him a gore-crimsoned 
grave—• 

Your shouts to his spirit shall thunder alarm, 
And the might of red vengeance nerve every 
bold arm; 

Come on!—to the spoiler no safety is giveiij^ 
No shelter on earth, and no mercy in heaven 

Those words were like the tempest's breath 
Rousing the breakers of the sea 
To whelm the mightiest even with death, 
Leayipf thein,.thipgs foi niemory— 
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The spirit of e^'ch *^atrior brave 
Rose like a storm-invoked wave; 

The wild halloo, the horsemen's cry 
Hurried exulting to the sky;— 

But who is he, the gui^fing star 

That leads to veiDigeance, blood, ahd war ? 

Ah! know ye not that voice’s tone 

That ancient eye’s wild dash of fire. 

That brow that bows to heavOfi alone— 

Ah! know ye not Nuleeni’s sire? 

And like an eagle’s dai^ing flight 
Down from his rock-borne aerie’s height, 

And like a bott wfaeii letad 
Rebellious wake a toaddeliiwg Steven, 

And like the disobedient main 
Breaking his bounds to drench the plain, 

Nule An’s sire mik stvtord, and flame 
For honour Mst^ and 

Each robber has taken his sabi^ aird sMeld^ 
And bounds like a blood-hound t4 

the field. 
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Heard ye the horrible roar of the giin? 
Destruction is raging, the battle begun.— 
Another dread peal!—and a flash again 
With a flickering light illumines the plain— 
^Tis gone, before ye might say "tis gone. 

But death it has borne to many a one; 

The youthful, the gallant are falling around 
Like corn just reaped on the damp cold ground. 
And the blood flows fast of the fallen, and 
falling. 

As if it came forth at the spear-point's calling! 

The opposing hosts now madly rush 
Like the destructive volcanic tide. 

When forced by the throbs of earth’s bosom 
to gush 

Down a smoke-skirted mountain’s side. 
Behold! they join, and the crash is loud, 

And lightnings fly as when cloud meets cloud; 
And the shout of the royal chivalry 
Is loud and wild, as the jubilee 
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Which the tempest-fiends, in their fearful wake. 
Over a wreck exulting make* 

Bravely the horsemen onward ride, 

And each takes blood from his charger’s side; 
Their glittering lances are purpled o^er 
As if with a sheath in their foemen’s gore; 

But each bold heart of the Robber-band 
Shows them the strength of a good right hand. 
And their swords have drunk of the blood that 
flows 

Like wine ftom the hearts of their gallant foes. 
The war-steed morts m over the pain 
He iiaishes re^rffless eif aid 
Enwrapt by the smoke like a bSattie-sfaroid 
He replies with his neigh to th’ artillery loud; 
His calar of gold is gemmed with blood. 

And tiis^ ate washed ii that crimson 

flood.— 

The e^rth is convulsed, 4s it ^ti^cked wi# Ihsm' 
And countless demons were raging here; 

p 
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As if unchained were the powers of air 
And tlie spirits of wrath to do what they dare— 
Save the carbine’s flash, and the sabre’s gleam. 
To scare the darkness there is not a beam. 

For powerless is the thin moon’s ray 
To pierce through the battle-rack its way. 

Hark! a shout, a maddening yell 
As if it rushed from the depths of hell; 

’Tis the victors’ proud exulting cry 
O’er those who low on the cold sod lie— 

The royal ranks are weak they find. 

They waver like mountain reeds in the wind— 
And though each steps where his comrade fell 
The woric of destruction prospers Well I 
Now Bobbcr-diief! once more, once more 
And the field is thine, and the triumph o’er! 

His bold baud of heroes tried, and true 
Keep their ground, as if there they grew; 
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Their foes, like waves of the stormy mam 
By bolts of heaven, are cleft in twain, 

The royal spears or break or rest 
Deep in some gallant outlaw’s breast. 

Till these at length now reckless grown 
Bush with a fury all their own. 

Alike to them to live or die— 

Their foes give way—^they fly! they fly! 

XXL 

Count on the field what numbers are lying. 
List to the groans of the wounded and dying! 
The horsp and his rider ^ gfa^^ there, . 
And they soon shall be but as things that were. 
That morning’s sun on the warrior’s brow 
Wrote pride and joy that are blotted now; 

And the vesper star came forth to see 
The soldier’s h^rt in. i||s.xey©lry 
But vainly will beam to-mprrow’s sun 
Many a mangled form upon; 
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And the vesper star again will rise 
But not to be hailed by those death-dimmed 
eyes.— 

Ah! there a bold Moslem writhing lay^ 

And gasp by gasp was life ebbing away; 

In that dark hour "twas his doom to be curst 
With burning, slakeless, maddeniug thirst; 

He could not rise Ms battle-bed, 

Ahd none was there to heed what he said. 

But a fallen comrade lay by his side. 

And he drank his blood, and sank, and died.— 
A father hung o’er his perishing child 
Whose breath heaved thick, and whose gaze 
was wild; 

The light of his eye was passing aVay, 
like the sun’s pale beams on a stormy day. 

The beat of his heart waxed faint and slow. 
And for him nigh hushed was all mortal woe ; 
His brow was cold as despair may be. 

And the struggling spirit at last was free* 

0 ^ ^ ^ 
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xxir. 

As the ocean-tides spring wild and soon 
When slipped from their leash by the huntress 
moon; 

As wayward spirits that ride on the back 
Of the headlong, dismal, hurricane-rack 
Come sweeping down over hill and plain. 

With their lighting swords, and their arrowy 
rain;— 

Thus cataract-like with his hostj and his brand 
The father returns on the robber-band; 

And he rashes still though his banner is torn. 
And still > ■ 

Like a comet fierce with a fioating mane ' 
On he comes with his fiery train; 

The bf^ed foam on each charger’s side 
With spots df at waddier hue is dyed— 

The horsemn’lla$BM&ate dbest 

With ruby studs fi» mtk IE^Me's bwiast,T->. 
To the charge like stmrmis that axe onward dinUfOi 
Blackening the face of the midnight heaven, 
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Scattering their brands through the darkened sky 
On maniac spirits that are hurrying by. 

Bidding their loud artillery rattle 

And thicken the din of th’ ethereal battle. 

On they rush; and that ancient form 
Still madly directs the madder storm. 

The storm of slaughter wilder far 
Than ever raged elemmital war. 

The sabres clash, and the lances ring. 

And the demon of death has dapped his wing: 
Hark to the shout of the royal band, 

“ Behold he falls—the curse of the land!”— 
And though erewhile with heaps of the slain 
His own right arm had strewed the plain. 

Like the mountain torrent dashed aside 
In its rtmh of destructive wrath and pride. 

An unseen hand with a glittering lance 
Checked the Chieftain’s fierce advance. 

And forth the blood from his bosom streamed, 
Ind quenched hope’s latest ray as it beamed!— 
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XXIIL 

High from her cloud pavilion fleecy white 
The moon rains down her showers of icy light, 
And worlds in multitudes resplendent throng 
Around her throne like minstrels with their song. 
Loosening sweet music on the fragrant breeze 
That silent listens to their melodies. 

The earth sleeps listless;—she will wake again 
When morning breaks her dream; but shall the 
slain 

Whom now upon her bosom cold she bears 
Tet find a land unreached by mortal cares— 

A morning blAdbwg. 

Than that above which seems for bliSs too 
nigh?— 

Mysteiibas sleep! whate’er of nothingness 
Man learns, it is firom thee:—^but thoucan’st 
bless 

The heart to whom Hope’s-Joy'-inspiring name 
Has long been but a sound; whose being’s 
flame 
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Is almost quenched into the latest spark 
That gleams to show how all around is dark.— 
Though dread thine influence; the soul of grief 
Woos thee alone, for thou can’st yield relief. 
Such as the dreams of waking life may ne’er 
Bestow on human suffering, and despair.— 

Now all around is tranquil as th6 sea 
When hushed it seems as in a reverie; 

So still, so silent, you might hear the beat 
Of your own heart, or seraph’s viewless feet. 

Or deem your mind’s imagining had found 
Some spell to form itself into a sound— 

One of those thin ethereal tones that we 
Oft’ hear at night—the heart’s best minstrelsy 
Too pure for nwrtid ear; add earthly pain !— 

But lo 1 alone upon the battle-plain 
Pale as embodied moonlight glides a form. 

Like a soft breeze when silenced is the storm! 
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Is it a spirit from a happier sphere 
Come down to mourn o’er wrecked enjoyment 
here. 

Or learn that earth has lost its paradise. 

Or bear a tale of suffering to the skies? 

Tis poor Nuleeni!—^pitiless despair 
Writes thoughts of darkness on her forehead 
fair. 

Sad doubt has hunted from her bosom peace. 
And bid her hopes depart, her fears increase. 
Passed was the hour that should have stilled 
th’ alarms 

That radked her soul, and given her 

arms— 

She heard the thunder of the battle roar— 

Might bd be there?—she asked her heart no 
more— 

That trembler answeited As ’twill .evCT do. 
Speaking its fears—alas! how oft too true! , 

Q 
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And now though wishing that it spake not 
sooth. 

She dared to learn, and came to seek the 
truth.-^ 

Hark! does she hear the viewless breezes pass 
And wake a deep, sad murmur from the grass ? 
Ha! ’tis a moan, and almost at her foot—■ 

She bends her form, beholds, stands fixed, and 
mate; 

Is it a dream, or does the night deceive?— 

She looks again—she trembles—must believe. 
’Tis he—that robber—^not victorious now— 

The cold death-damp descending on his broW, 
The filmy curtain gathering o’er his eye 
But vainly fixed—alas! on vacancy; 

The tide Of life fhst gushiiig from his breast. 
The spirit struggling for eternal rest.— 

She sat her on the sod—there was but one 
Lone Olrject now her eye might gaze upon— 
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One in the world, and there that eye was fixed; 
And in her soul one suffering, unmixed 
With better hope, its dark dominion held 
Bidding existence to its thraldom yield.— 

She placed his head upon her bosom fair. 
Watching the spirit as it ebbed; pale care 
Had steeped her heart in sorrow’s bitter 
stream; 

And on her brow a melancholy beam 
Like moon-light fdil upon a drooping ffower 
O Mfel that ever there should come an hour 
When love must see its healthiest hopes decay. 
Its brightest glories #ay I' 

’Tis sad to think of youth, when youth has fled. 
And all its blissful fantasies are dead. 

When the young dreams of happiness are o’er 
And grief has stolem fancy’s goMen store.— 
’Tis sad iu manhood^ tiper years to find 
Truth wreck the fahy visions of the mind. 
Those blest illusions which the cheated hfi®rt ' 
Called into being, but Time bade depwb-fr 
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Ent these are sufferiBg^'s shadows^ when we see 
Love watch the dying loved-one.—Misery 
Herein exhausts herself—the hitter vial 
Is poured out to the dregs—^the fiery trial 
Ends in the heart’s destruction^—and life’s beam 
Becomes extinguished like a vanished dream. 

Evil and being ’tis ordained by fate 
Like light and shadow ne’er must separate;—- 
Life’s sunniest hour is when th’ enraptured soul 
Yields^ willing captive to Love’s sweet controul, 
But ’tis that noon-tide hoor which ever flings 
The darkest, gloomiest shadow from its wings. 

Nuleeni’s settled glance is fixed upon 
That dying form/as if for him alone 
Her soft eye’s lamp were lit—^his brow is cold— 
And now the soul is hastening from its mould— 
Her hand is on Ms heart—does she not hear 
Its faint, small beat still speaking to her ear? 
Alas! deluded dreamer! ’tis thin© own— 

What seek’st thou now—^his spirit?—it is flown! 
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Is ruin then the substance of that dream 
Which soft descends on life’s bright morning 
beam. 

By angels sent from happier worlds above. 

And poured into the soul that calls it Love ? 
Aye—^break the chain of slumber from the 
mind 

And watch the wreck that vision leaves be¬ 
hind— 

Then mark the spirit in its solitude. 

Its scorn, and torture, and despairing mood; 

Its midnight hours imsheltered even by riteep. 
Its griefs too wild, too hopeless even to weep; 
Its memory brimmed with pains, its moments 
slow 

By pangs divided, its existence, woe! 

Alas! when misery comes. Time clips his wing. 
And walks in fetters, and we hear them ring; 
While still the vulture in the rock-nailed heart 
Crimsons his beak, and never will depart! 
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The morning dawned—^upon that sun-steeped 
plain 

What saw the peasant?—Steed and rider 
slain— 

But chief his eye was daunted by a form 
So bold, in life it might have ruled a storm— 
And fondly ivying round it were the arms 
Of a fair woman, whose all-powerful charms 
Even death had failed to conquer—her Ups 
seemed 

Still parted by sweet breath, as if she dreamed 
Of him in her embrace: but they who thought 
That life was tenanting her breast, and sought 
Some answer from her heart to hush the doubt. 
Found that its eloquence had all burned out.— 



NOTES. 



NOTES TO CANTO EIRST« 


Jmgheera^s rmhi are hoar and steep, 

And Ganges^ wave is broad and deep — 

Page 5 , line !«. 

Althougli I once lived nearly three years in the 
vicinity of Jungheera^ I had but one opportunity of 
seeing that beautiful, and truly romantic spot, I had 
a view of the rocks from the opposite bank of the 
river, which was broad, and full, at the time I saw it, 
during the rainy season. It struck me then as a place 
where achievement's in love and ,arms might take 
place; and the double character I had heard of the 
Eakeer, together with some acquaintance with the 
scenery, induced me to found a tale upon both these 
circumstances. From Forest’s Tour along the Ganges 
and Jumna, I submit to the reader the following de¬ 
scription of Jungheera. The foliage he speaks of 
did not strike me, probably in consequence of the 
great distance at which I saw the island, which 
in a subsequent part of the poem I have called bkak 
md bare. 

R 
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some distance before reacMng Moiip;liyr3 we 
saw in the river Ganges on our right, a siegulii ina^s 
of rock standing in the water, and somewhat re¬ 
sembling those of Colgong. It is distant about two 
hundred yards from the right bank, immediateiy oji- 
posite to the village of Sultaiigunge* It uses a mot 
seventy feet above the level of the water, tjwoujg 
abruptly from its bosom: there is one place oniy <ii 
which a boat can be put in, and where there is a 
landing-place, and a very steep and winding path 
leads to its summit* Here is found a small baiiditig, 
a Iladrnssaf or College of Fakeers, or wandering 

Monks, who reside in it” 

» ^ * 

The whole forms a pretty object as you run past 
in a boat; and the thick and luxuriant foliage which 
crowns the summit, adds much to the eftect of the 
picture*” 

And there the prie&U with triple threads 

Page 8 , 1 . 1 . 1 , 

The Brahminical Poeeta^ which consists of three 
threads* The wear six, and others miie, in¬ 

creasing by threes® Some keep their Poeetm very 
white, and wear a great cpantity of this thread by 
way of oraament* 
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Brings to her spirit the Kimmra^s mug^ 

Pager, LW, 

Tile Clioiristcrs of Indra. Their business is ta 
uiiiuse the celestial powers with their music* 

^She shaii mjag all ike blessings qf hemen^ 

Till immm and its blessings themselves are no more* 

Page 11 , L 7 . 

The clociriiie of absorption, which is here alhided 
to, has been called sublime by niaBy speculaiive 
pliilosepliers, and it seems to hare led several 
eii<|liners iii the field of lliudo Metaphysics, into 
a high estimate of Hindu philosophical opinions* 

Fe who infancg^s vision view the Jires 
Where the calm widow gioriqmlg expires^ 

The whole of this passage has reference to a mis¬ 
taken opinion, somewhat genera! in Europe, namely, 
that the Hindu Widow’s burning herself with the 
corpse of her husband, is an act of unparalleled mag- 
iiaiiimity and devotion. To break those illusions 
which are pleasing to the mind, seems to be a task 
which no one is thanked for performing; neverthe-^ 
less, he who does so, serves the cause of Truth. The 
fact is, that so far from any display of enlhuiiastic 
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affection, a Suttee is a spectacle of misery, exciting 
in tlie spectator a melancholy reflection upon the 
tyranny of superstition and priest-craft. The poor 
creatures who suffer from this inhuman rite, have 
hut little notion of the heaven and the million years 
of uninterrupted happiness to which their spiritual 
guides tell them to look forward. The choice of 
immediate death, or a protracted existence, where 
to be only must content their desire, is all that 
is offered to them; and who under such circum¬ 
stances would hesitate about the preference? The 
most degrading and humiliating household offices 
must be performed by a Hindu Widow; she is not 
allowed more food than will suffice to keep her 
alive; she must sleep upon the bare earth, and suffer 
indignities from the youngest members of her family; 
these are only a few of her sufferings. The philan¬ 
thropic views of some individuals are directed to the 
abolition of widow-burning; but they should first 
ensure the comfort of these unhappy women in their 
widowhood^—otherwise, instead of conferring a 
boon upon them, existence will be to many a drudge, 
and a load. An eloquent writer in the late Indian 
Magazine, has some excellent remarks upon this sub¬ 
ject, and perhaps the reader will agree with me that 
they are very judicious :— 
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^^Tfie question that now follows is tMs,—Whetlier 
tlie burning oi Hindoo Widows, criminal in itself, be 
injurious to society? It will be allowed oo all hands 
that with the mass of the natiire population, it is con¬ 
sidered a hi5;!i degree of glory to record the ennobling 
irihtanees of coiicremation that occur in the family. 
I'he victim herself is supposed to enjoy the reward of 
millions of years of celestial happiness, and upon 
this principle it is, that she is as anxious to mount 
the funeral pile, as her infatuated relatives can be to 
assist her in the awful sacrifice. It will be impossi¬ 
ble therefore to make an attempt at overthrowing this 
system, before education is generalized, without 
wounding the tenderest feelings of human nature. 
The effect on Society is not injurious, because the 
feelings of our Hindoo brethren have been curbed 
and restrained by early prejudice. They cannot be 
possibly lendered worse in point of their social affec¬ 
tions, and sunk as they are in the utter gloom of ig¬ 
norance and superstition, it will be long before they 
enjoy the light of proper civilized happiqess. How 
then can we stand acquitted from the charge of into¬ 
lerance, if we exercise our power in violently sup¬ 
pressing so popularly respected a ceremony among 
the Hindoos ? Neither is society injured by the 
practice, nor will the poor native females be the betr 
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ter for its abolition. Strange as the latter assertion 
may appear, we are prepared to contend for its ac» 
curacy against any body of Historians, In no coun¬ 
try, where the inhabitants are a degree removed from 
absolute barbarism, is the character of women more 
degarded than in India. Secluded in early years 
from all converse with men, carefully kept back from 
every intellectual pursuit, their time is wholly occu¬ 
pied in the drudgeries of domestic life, and in admi¬ 
nistering to the common comforts of their husbands 
with all the servility of hirelings. Such is their state 
in the miserable capacities of daughters and wives ; 
but doubly degrading and tenfold more unhappy is 
their situation as widows. They are then considered 
as outcasts, and, as such, are they trodden under. It 
is well if a poor widowed wretch, from a sense of 
duty, should wish to ascend the pile of her husband; 
she is courted, flattered and adored. But woe to 
her, if, braving the contumely of her green-eyed re¬ 
latives, she cling to a wretched existence ! She is 
thence to live in perpetual celibacy; she must limit 
herself to one solitary meal a day, and that must be 
food of a vegetable quality only, for all animal sub¬ 
stance is strictly forbidden her. She is compelled 
twice a month to fast for twenty four hours In the 
most rigid manner. These, however, are but a few 
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of the hardships that the Hindoo widows are to en¬ 
dure; they are suiEcieiitj neTertheless^ to prove the 
utter dcbolatioii of their lives,” 

* 4 ? 

We are not the advocates of Concremation^ or 
any of the doctrines of the superstitious Hindoos ; hut 
as we are perfectly convinced of their right to the 
peaceable enjoyment of this their particular* though 
inhuman ceremony * wc have ventured to submit our 
sentiments with candour and boldnebs. It is how¬ 
ever our fiinij, aiid sincere wish that the day may soon 
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but they are to be met with in Cashmeer and the nor¬ 
thern parts of JHindoostaiio Besides, the heroine of 
a poem may be invested with beauties of an extra¬ 
ordinary nature* 

ilwcf now the fire pioplietic burns 
Upon her lips: 

Page 25, !. 12* 

It is said that before the Suttee ascends the piie^ 
she generally prophesies the number of transmigra¬ 
tions, or states of being, she is to pass through after 
death. I have taken the liberty of putting another 
kind of a prophecy into her mouth* 

Jls in her ear the spell is said. 

The word that shall her passport be 
To regions of Bterniig. 

Page S!, t* 4* 

This is an allusion to the Mlantra that the Brahmun 
pronounces in the ear of the victim* 

God of all goodnesSf thou art God alone ! 

Circled with glory» diademed with light. 

Page 32, L 11. 

The Vedas,' which are supposed to contain the es¬ 
sence cf wisdom, declare in various places, wherever 
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tlio language of praise is employed, tliat tlie object 
of such praise is the Deity or Brihm. Thus fite is 
Brihm, the sun is Brihin, water is Bribm; and a num¬ 
ber of otiier substances are deified in like manner. 
It is necessary to state that all prayers in the ceremony 
of female immolation are addressed to the Sun. 

Ami from her head the vnTMth she takes f 
Seven eire.uits rmmd the pile she vnakes^ 

And now with baleful brand on fire 
She slowly moimts the dreadful pyre. 

Page Z7, L 11 . 

The following account of all that the Suttee does 
when about to immolate herself with the corpse of 
her husband, is taken from the Bengal Chronicle, 
and is in general retf correct^ tha au^ 

thor does not specify, as in the text> the nuipnher of 
circuits she makes round the pile. Nor does' she 
light the pile herself, as it appears in the poem; this 
is done by the nearest of kin; but I have taken a 
license with the fact which thus assumes a more 
romantic character 

I was sitting after dinner about five in the evening, 
when notice was brought that a female of the Caysht 
class, whose husband had deceased, wished to burn 
herself on the pile; and that she refused to listoiito 
S 
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any remonstraxices. I lost no time in proceeding witli 
another gentleman to the spot, where we found die 
woman sitting before her door on a cliarpoy, on winch 
also was the corpse of her husband. She was about 
^0 years old, or perhaps younger, rather goocl-bioking 
and profusely decked with jewels, slie was likewise 
adorned with flowers. As a first step to eflVei the 
saving of the unfortunate creature, all her relations, 
who are generally the secret prompters to this act of 
immolation, were removed from about her, although 
they themselves declared that it was not done by their 
desire, and that they wished her to live. I then pro¬ 
ceeded to ask her the reason of her burning, what 
good she could expect by it, what would become of 
her family, and whether she had been persuaded to it 
by her relatives or the Brahmins ? To these f|ucries 
she replied, that she was fated to undergo this; diat 
she had passed through six stages of existence, and 
this seventh would end her miseries and send her to 
Heaven. That as God provided for ler, so he would 
for her family, and that although the Brahmins had 
told her that burning herself was praiseworthy, yet 
the resolution was her own, and not produced by their 
entreaties. Best such questions, coming from Europe¬ 
ans, should carry with them legs weight, they were 
again put to her by a native, to which she returned 
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similar replies. From her maimer of answering these 
{jimslioos, from her cool;, calm and collected behaviour^ 
and fsoin her perfect perception of all that went on, 
I was folly convinced, (and so was the gentleman 
who was with me) that the woman was neither 
intoxicated nor stiipified; hot to render the case more 
ceitaitt, some respectable natives who were among the 
crowd, of castes different from the woman, were called 
and desired to report if she was actually in her senses, 
they iinanimowsly reported in the affirmative. After 
using some further arguments, to which the woman 
turned a deaf ear, I could only proceed to enquire If 
the Suttee was in every respect legal, according to 
the orders passed by Government, the result of which 
wms that nothing could prevent it At this time the 
woman herself said, that the sun was fast declining, 
and begged she might be carried to the pile 11! Eveiy 
expedient had been tried, and further endeavours were 
useless; she was lifted up on the charpoy as she sat, 
together with her husband's corpse, but none of her 
relations or Brahmins wore allowed to come near her. 

Arrived at the place of execution (for such it li¬ 
terally was) she was placed on the ground and her 
relatives began to build the pile, which bad not been 
previously commenced on. The crowd assembled to 
view this scene was immense, and their conduct simi« 
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lar to that of natives in cases of executioHj or any 
other solemn occasion, was characterised with ex¬ 
treme levity, and want of feeling. At this period 
once more was every endeavour used to divert the 
woman from her purpose; she was oiFered a mainte¬ 
nance for life, with protection from her relations; 
she still persisted, and would listen to no dissuasion. 
Asa last resource, her children were brought and 
put before her, with the idea that perhaps some latent 
feeling of maternal tenderness might be awakened. 
She placed her hand upon the head of one, but said 
not a word. A second time people weie called to 
see if she was in her proper senses, and a second 
tilne they said she was, which I am convinced was 
too true. We awaited in silence the completion of 
the pile, and finding all endeavours useless, she was 
delivered over to her relations. Steadily, steadily 
she walked to the water, and bathed, while her 
husband^s corpse was placed on the pile. Steadily 
did she walk round it, and with as firm and com¬ 
posed a countenance, and as steady a foot did she 
mount it. More wood was placed on the pile, but 
not one log that could have impeded her free motion; 
there was she told that at any time, even to the last, 
she might leap off if she wished it, and police officers 
were placed on all sides to hinder any one from mo- 
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NOTES TO CANTO SECOND. 


Dark shadows are falling on kolg Mandar. 

Page 57. I* 1» 

This iBOuntain may he seen at a considerable dis¬ 
tance from the place which forms the scene of the 
iirsl part of this Canto. It was used by the Dins 
and Assoors for the churning of the ocean when the 
Ainreeta was to have been won. Vide Mr. "Parker s 
didigbiful poem ‘‘The Draught of Immortality."' 

When the sound of ihe Pearl fall mraptured we hear. 

Page 58. L 1. 

We obtained two beautiful glimpses of the Baj- 
mahal bills, ihe first soon after rounding the point of 
land where this ridge of mountain falls abruptly in 

the river; the other a few miles further on, where in 

a profound ravine of the thickly-wooded mountains 
may be discerned from near the river's brink, a beau¬ 
tiful oatataci of water, which apparently bursting 
from a deep chasm, descends m a sheet of silver for 
some distance, and then breaking into showers of 
sparkling spray, has leceived the appropriate and 
beautiful appellation of the MIootee Oirna^ or the 
Fall of Pearls"—Fo best's Toue. 
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Whm ike Bulbul^s ioved-mate, ike Zukikka of fowers, 

Page 58. L 7> 

The rose which is here alluded to, may be well 
called the Zuleikha of flowers; Zuleikha, (the chmie 
wife of Potiphar, according to the Mussulmaas) 
having been the most beautiful of women. 

And me a mimtrel now appe(XTB, 

Familiar quite with griefs and tears. 

Page 00. L 1. 

In the Upper Provinces of Hindoostan, there are 
to this day, in the families of the great, one or two 
dependants, whose sole business is to tell stories for 
the amusement of the lord* It has been conject«8ired 
tbat the tales in the Arabian Nights’ Entertainment 
are of Indian origin* 

The Legend of the Shmhan. 

Page 6T, 

A student of that excellent institution, the Hindu 
College, once brought me a translation of the Betal 
Puncheesa, and the following fragment of a tale 
having struck me for its wildness, T thought of writ¬ 
ing a ballad, the subject of which should be strictly 
Indian, The Shushan is a place to which the dead 
are conveyed, to be burnt. In conformity with the 
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practice of eastern story tellers, who frequently re-- 
peat the buidea or moral of the song, have I intro¬ 
duced the Love is strong,’’ &c. wherever an 
opportunity offered:— 

Thereupon, he took the Jogee aside, and said, O 
Gosayn ! you have given me many rubies, but have 
never even once eaten m my house : I am therefore 
much ashamed, so pray tell me what it is that yon 
want?” Great King,” replied the Jogee, ^^on the 
banks of the river Godiavurry is a Shushan, where 
all I wish for will be gained by Muiitra* Seven- 
eighths of what I want have been already obtained, 
and I now seek at your hands the remaining portion. 
You must therefore stay with me one whole night.” 

Agreed,” replied the King, appoint the day.” 

On the evening of the fourteenth day of the month 
Bhader, come to me armed.” Go,” returned the 
Baja and I promise to be with you on the day yon 
have fixed.” With this promise the Devotee took 
leave of the King, and proceeded to the Shushan. The 
Baja was lost in meditation, till the time appointed 
stole upon him, and then having armed himself, he 
went alone in the evening to the Jogee. 

Come in and sit down my son,” said the Devotee; 
and the Baja complied with Ms request, while at the 
same time he, unalarmed, beheld demons, ghosts, 



witcheS; and malignant spirits, dancing around him, 
and changing their forms. Now,” said the Raja, 
what are your commands?” Four miles south of 
this,” replied the Jogee, is a Shushao, where, on a 
tree, hangs a corpse; bring me that corpse, while I 
pray.” Having now sent the King away, the Jogee 
sat himself down, and commenced his devotions. The 
dark night frowned upon him; and such a storm 
with rain come on, as if the heavens would have ex¬ 
hausted themselves, and never have rained again, 
while the demons, and evil spirits set up a howl 
that might have daunted the stoutest heart But the 
King held on Ms way, and though snakes came 
wreathing round his legs, he got free of them by- 
repeating a charm. At last overcoming all opposi¬ 
tion, he reached the cemetery, where he saw demons 
beating human beings, witches gnawing the livers of 
children, and tigers and elephants roaring. As he 
east his eyes upon a Seriis tree, he saw it root and 
branch in flames, and heard these words sounding 
from all quarters, strike, strike 1 seize, seize I take 
care that none escape*” Come what will,” said he 
then to himself, ^Uhis undoubtedly is the Jogee of 
whom the Dev made mention to me.” So saying, he 
went up to the tree, where he saw a corpse hanging 
with its head downwards* Now,” cried he, my la¬ 
bour IS at an end,” then fearlessly climbing the 
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tree, he made a cut with his sword at the rope, that 
suspended the corpse, which as soon as it fell begaa 
to cry. The King hearing its voice, was pleased at 
the thought that it must hav'e been a living being; 
then having descended, who are you said he to 
it To his great astonishment, the corpse only 
laughed, and without any reply, climbed the tree. 
The King followed it, and having brought it down in 
Ms arms, repeated his question. But receiving no 
answer, he thought that it might have been the oil¬ 
man, who the Dev had said had been kept in the 
cemetery bytheJogee; then having bound it in Ms 
cloak, began to bring it away. 

He who greatly ventures, will greatly win. Who 
are you,^^ said Beta!, the corpse, to the Raja, and 
where are you taking me V’ I am Raja Vicrom,’^ 
said the King, ^'and I am taking you to the Jogee.” 
'"Let it be agreed between us,^' replied Beta!, ^Hhat 
if you speak while we are on the road I shall return. 
To this the Raja consented, and proceeded with the 
corpse. While they were on the way, O King,” 
said Beta!, 'Hhe learned and the wise spend their 
time in songs and study, and the indolent and igno¬ 
rant, in frivolity and sleep. It therefore behoves us 
to make an easy journey of it with pleasant conver¬ 
sation. Hear then what I now tell thee.” 

^ # li> * 



But there was a man, and a ko!^ man, 

A gifted Stmyasee. 

Pttffe 72. /. I. 

A Sunyasee is a devote who lives in the desert— 

The moss his bed, the cave Ms hwmWe cell^ 

His food the fruits, his drink the crystal well/^ 

But now a hum as when young hees, 

Come swarming round the rich date trms^ 

Pagi* 81./. II. 

There are two lines, much like those, in Mr> Park¬ 
er’s very beautiful poem The Draught of Immor¬ 
tality;” but mine had passed through the proas, 
before I made the discovery. However, 1 am sa¬ 
tisfied that persons who have been k the habit of 
reading and writing much verse, will not charge me 
with plagiarism. I have often struck out lines when 
I have been in doubt whether that quaint witch. 
Memory” was deceiving me or not, and those should 
have shared the fate of many that have been so got 
rid of, but for the fad above stated* Mr. Parker’s 
lines are— 

Til! they flew through heaven quick a$ boos 

Swarm clustering round the wild date trees. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



THE FEW ATLANTIS. 


A FRAGMENT. 


How sweet 'twould be 
To live upon some distant lonely isle 
Wheie all is beautiful; to sit and watch 
The stars as they come smilma: up the sky ; 
And then to gaze upon the face we love, 

And find the eyes there brighter than the stars! 


"Twas a green solitude; a fairy haunts 
Set like an emerald in a golden sea 
Upon the vast Atlantic; and so like 
Those isles of which the poet only dreams, 
That he who once might visit the sweet spot 
Would deem kind nature sin a joyous mood 
Had made it only for Romance and Love! 
'Twas happiness to muse along the shore. 

And hear the evening hymn which the soft winds 
Sang to the weary sun as home he came 
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To the embraces of his ocean-bride. 

And then to look upon the sca-bom treasures 
Stolen by the playful wave from that blue world 
Where dwells the mermaid in her hyaline hall. 
Were pleasure which the youthful heart can feel. 
But never tell. The pink and azure shells 
Left on the sunny shore of that fait island, 

T.iltp. a small tribute paid unto its beauty. 

Had something spell-like in them, which could 
wake 

Fancies, and thoughts as lovely as themselves.— 
To mark the moonbeams cradled by the waves 
Which clasped that isle; to feel the midnight 
breeze» 

Playing around a honeysuckle bower. 

And leaving, as it gently died away, 

A legacy of sweetness, were to be 
Partaker in the bliss enthusiasts paint. 

Here—(a fit dwelling place for two fond hearts 
That never needed more society. 
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But clung unto each other, and remained 
Inseparable, like first love, and hope) 

Young Eric, and his own Rosina dwelt. 

"Woes the world brings to all were not for them; 
Pangs which the lightest heart has had to bear. 
Griefs which the gayest have been doomed 
to pass. 

They had not felt'—their days had all been gilt 
With radiant sunshine; on their path of life 
Flowers of eternal freshness had been strewed 
By gentlest seraphs’ hands; and Hope had set 
Her rainbow in the sky; it promised peace 
And happiness for ever.—0! that Hope’s 
Briglit Iris were not made of rain and sunshine! 
When the sun sets, the lovely rainbow breaks. 
And nothing tlien remains, but tears which flow 
Bike rain upon the heart! But oh! the rays 
Which made theiT arch of hope so beautiful 
Were all perpetual; they ne’er took wings— 
Herein they were unlike realities. 


V 
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Young Eric oft’ had seen the midnight mooli 
Walking unclouded through the azure sky. 

Like a Sultana with her handmaid stars 
Well pleased to gather round her; he had felt 
The magic influence of such soft hour 
Binding his soul as with a “ clankless chain,” 
And leading it a captive unto joy! 

Oft when the skylark from his watch-tower high 
Would send his sweet notes trembling to the earth 
As heralds of approaching day, had Eric woke 
To drink the freshness of the fragrant mom. 
And see the golden floods of orient light 
Rushing, like water from a fountain pure. 

To gladden all things that it shone upon.— 

He loved red roses, jasmines, and all flowers 
Which make the soul soft, musical, and sweet 
As an .Eolian harp. But these with all their 
power 

Could never wake that flame within his breast. 
Which, while it bums, gives light unto the heart. 
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And life to light, and happiness to life; 

But when extinguished, dark is all within. 

And the crushed heart lies ruined, fallen, and 
low! 

Love, woman, stars, and flowers! O! are not ye 
The gifts which spirits in a pitying mood 
Vouchsafed to man? Is not your power, en¬ 
chantment ? 

Yes! ye were given for happiness; and we 
When we would know what meaneth bliss, 
must turn 

To gaze on you, and find it there, extracting 
Like the bee, honey from the lotus red,. 

The sweets of Poesy divine from you. 

O he was young!—Can minstreFs lay unfold 
What 'tis to love in youth, to weep, to pine, 

To answer sigh for sigh, and tear for tear ? 

Alas 1 the harp bath not a tone, and the fond bard 
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Essays in vain to weave a gentle verse 
That might declare the history of Love*— 

Oh! who can tell how strangely in that dream 
The quick pulse beats, and danceth with delight. 
And how the tongue hath not the power to say 
With what the brain is burning—how the lip 
Will lose its freshness, and the eye now brighten 
Like a warm sunbeam, and anon be dimmed 
With a fend tear to be kissed oj0f again— 

These are themselves so eloquent, 'twere vain 
If minstrel spake for them to those who know 
All that it is to feel hopes, fears, and griefs 
Fluttering, like little birds, within the breast 
Where they have nestled* He had wafriied her 
eyes 

XJnlil Ids (^wn wept o'er their loveliness— 

For there^s a melancholy mood of mind 
Which cometh when there is excess of joy 
Within the breast, and waketh holy tears,— 
Drops which overflow when the heart’s cup is full! 
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His bosom was a temple; he had placed 
Within that sanctuary all he loyed. 

Her image, name, and every word she spake— 
These became deities to him; and then 
His heart was their devoted worshipper. 

Come listen, and Ill tell thee Love! who made 
This isle a heaven; and as I heard the tale 
Ill weave it into verse; for woman's ear 
Should know no sounds but such as minstrelsy 
Awakes to greet her.—Let me tell thee now 
How, on a summer's eve when heaven looked gay 
Clad in her loveliest vestment, and the clouds 
Did chase each other down the southern slope 
Of the great dome that canopies the earth. 

This gentle pair upon the smooth green sward 
Breathed vows of hallowed love, and whispered 
words 

Melodious as the poet Mghtingale*s 
Sad fall of music when he woos the rose 
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He held her to his heart; one hand was laid 
Upon her neck> the other grasped her hand— 
'’Twas white^ and delicate as a soft beam 
Of the young moon upon a calm clear night, 
"Twas made for touching flowers, and to be 
kissed. 

Her eye was heavenly blue, and spake of love: 
Oh! I can liken it to nothing, for 
I\e never seen, or heard, or dreamed of aught 
To which I might compare it. Her dark hair 
Hanging in glossy ringlets down her neck. 
Would have been wove into a net of love 
If she had been the inmate of a palace. 

A coronal of flowers was round her head|. 
Circling her to brow like a fragrant halo* 

lovely woman; 
The|r’rel4:e hCrself, fair, beautiful, and soft, 
When fondly cherished—withered when for¬ 
saken !— 

Rosina's voice!—^To hear it were to taste 
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Of bliss like that which Eastern legends tell 
The Arab Prophet’s paradise bestows* 

O! why doth woman string the harp and lute ? 
There is more dulcet music on her lips 
Than all the power of art could ever wake. 
Beneath her lattice let her lover’s strains 
Float on the gale which bears them up to her 
As if it pitied all Ms pain; then she 
Should but reply with her melodious voice, 
Whose sweetness puts all minstrelsy to 
shame,— 

Rosina was a young enthusiast: 

Life without Love would seem unto her thoughts 
Like to a rosebud robbed of all its fragrance; 
But Love being as the vital air she breathed. 

It was the element in which she lived!—> 

The heart of woman loves to cling; and oft 
When after vain endeavour it hath sought 
For something gentle, it will twine around 
The hard and cold—^butah! few flowers wiU 
bloom 
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upon the flinty rock;—^they’re delicate, 

And need much kinder cherishing. Bat she 
The girl whose history my lay declares 
Was loved again, even as she loved; their hearts 
Were like two mirrors, and ea«h saw itself 
Imaged upon the other! 

This is bliss! 

Oh! this isfeaqpppaj^f.wirisch glides in dreams. 
That come upon the wings of night to glad 
The gifted minstrel’s eyes.—Why do such 
thoughts 

Like birds of paradise, flit through the heaven 
Where poets love to gaze; why do they fling 
Such dazzling brightness o’er the paBi they tak% 
Like a high angdla flight Aojongh pathless space 
Unto made his home?—. 

I lodk^'%irm;&e |>ietare which I’ve drawn. 

And then in mood of mind less wild, I turn 
In calmer hour, to gaze upon this world 
Of cold reality, and ah! I find 
This is not Life! 
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THE NEGLECTED MINSTREL, 


Like the harmonious nightingale he lived, 

A lone inhabitant of sylvan scenes ; 

And to the passing gale his minstrelsy 

"With breaking heart he gave; for save the gale 

None visited him there—he had no friend 1 


Bost tlioii remember, Love! tliat Baayan tree 
WMcli, like a temple, by the river stands ? 

Thou canst not have forgot it; for 'twas there 
Our early vows were interchanged; * and we 
Have often sat beneath its fragrant shade 
As the hot sun at evening hour came down 
To cool his burning brow in the gilt wave. 

And hear the breeze’s vesper orisons:— 

O! we have listened with enraptured cars 
To those wild birds which on the branches sang 
Perhaps uhto each other lays of love, 

And then how often have we wished'that we 
Were birds to be so blest ’ Sweet flowers grew"' 
there 

u 
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Even in the shadow of that regal tree; 

And they were sheltered from the summer’s fire; 
But when the storm with all his ministers 
Came wrathful down to chasten this bad world. 
They drooped and died, too like our tender hopes 
That ne’er survive the tempest of misfortune. 

But that is not my tale.-In that thick grove 

A tonsbb/ ^ tefki^’-s4niHte^n^ < 

Has often caught mine eye. It gleameth there 
’Mid all the Winning loveliness around. 

As if to mind tls that the beauteous place. 
Which Seems a relic of lost Paradise 
Is but a ptkrt of this decaying earth.—' 

I’ll tell thee all the melauoholy tale^. 

Of him who the tapassk'^ thalt tontb; 

And ti^^iH^P^IMiilKias^'tbe common fate 
Of idl4£0S^ >iadghty,spirits in Whose breasts 
The fire of genius blazed unquenchable. 

But failing to attract the world’s rege^i- 
Consumed tb® altaar whemite^ was lit# 

And then the temple which it erst made bti^. 
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His heart was like a soft ^Jlolian harp 
Whose sweetest chords are waked hy gentlost 
winds. 

Let no rude hand upon the minstrel’s heart 
Attempt to play; its strings are delicate. 

And frail, and they will break when harshly 
swept. 

O! woman when she loves, and truly loves 
Can bring its music forth—^all its sweet notes 
Of hope and fear, love’s many griefs and joys,— 
And find their echoes in her own fond breast. 
His days were in their spring ; that joyous time 
When the young heart will open like a rose. 
And drink heaven’s dew, and scatter sweetness 
round. 

Too prodigal of all its odorous store! 

He gazed upon this lovely earth, and all 
'The beauties on its bosom with a thrill 
Of wild delight: and as the eye reflects 
Those various objects upon which ’tis fixed. 
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The images of things he looked upon 
Moved from his eye into his gifted mind; 

And that they might not perish there, some 
power 

Linked them with memory and blissful thoughts. 

What was the sun to him but as a god? 

Who, wh£tofc;$tlt?5en|hr@nted!toidi4,w«^ east. 
Heard the young minstrel’s hymn rise from his 
heart 

Like incense from a censer! The sweet flowers 
Blooming like emblems of his lonely self 
In that most still and unfrequented grove 
He made his hours’ companions; .a»d |^W grew 
A sympathetic feeling in his breast 
War ih<;i^;^^^^i#^>v^.Xhi^inelancholy moon 
Flung oAhii mind; sad thoughts of hopeless love. 
And beauty in her trusting hour betrayed. 
Walking the \yorid unpitied and forlorn, 

With shamean^i^rrow on her cold white cfceefc. 
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Looked on by every eye. And in the gtarg 
He read what fame might be, a minstreFs fame,. 
Eternal as those lights which ne'er bum out. 

And when he heard upon a moonlit night 
The voice of the blue river as it passed, 

He peopled with creations of his brain 
The soft melodious wave, and fondly deemed 
It was a spirit speaking to Ms soul, 

Even from beneath the water. But the breeze, 
The evening breeze which from its cavern crept 
Like music from a shell, woke blissful thoughts 
Like fragrance out of flowers in Ms fond breast. 
And delicate as those which float in dreams— ' 
The essence of delicious Poesy! 

The gifts which nature to our world hath given. 
Scenes for the eye, and sounds unto the ear. 

All had their influence upon his soul. 

And fitted it for Minstrelsy ditine,-— 

He lovedO! love and song are twins, and 
they 
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Have aye been linked together from their birth: 
Thus, it was fit the blossoms of his heart 
Should at some shrine be scattered. Then he tore 
All thoughts, all fancies from his breast, until 
It was a fairy palace worthy her 
Who there reigned queen alone. And they 
were blest; 

So blest that, - iptgipatiim d#f*!W4 . . 

They had a foretaste of that promised Miss, 
Which is to be in worlds beyond our own. 

He wore her in his heart as I do thee. 

And oh! she was so lovely that she seemed 
To be a fine embodied thought, like one 
Of those which poets fonm of a»gM tiSSWih* 
Alas 1 what is there m • 

That happiness and us. 

And dash the enp ftat’s held unto our lips 
Even as we kiss its brim? But this is doomed; 
The roses of our life must have their thorns, 
And stowQ pkd sawlWi ^ ^ 
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Hast thou observed au August sunset sky. 
With all its colours, purple, gold, and red ? 

How beautifully dies the day! Each hue 
Fades faintly out of sight, and every change 
Makes heaven look lovely, though it brings 
Dun night upon the world apace! and thus 
Sweetly died she who was unto his heart 
Like the red vital current there.—O Memory! 
Canst thou not also die when all we love 
Sinks like the lost star from our sight? Ah no!’ 
Thou dost bum on like a pale charnel light 
Above the grave of hopes, and smiles, and joys 
Which made life’s wake delightful. 

Now, in that peopled solitude, the world. 

He sought companionship to wean his mind 
From melancholy thoughts on which it fed. 

He was a stranger, p6ot, and friendless there, 
A being of another sphere, who seemed 
As if while searching for a happy home 
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To have mistaken hiS bright path ; and none 
Had so much charity as bid him turn 
And dwell there for a while.—Alas! that gold, 
Dross, worthless as it is, should be the charm. 
The magic lamp commanding all things here. 
But ’tis a cold unfeeling world, and flings 
Its baneful , shadow, on the ^wretched head 
Which wealth to light the gloom.around. 

At length he found protection, and a man 
Who called himself the minstrel’s friend, and 
gave 

This youthful candidate for fame but hope 
To live upon. 


The end of his sad history 
Is almost come.. Hope like ^ faithless friend 

promise leaned, 

And lie the false mirage on Arab sands 
Left him more wretched when the truth was 
known. 

Then the world^'s scorn, the .thought of bnried 
love. 



The recollection of past happiness. 

And, oh humanity! his proud protector 
Who soon forsook him, drove him to his fate. 
He sought his Banyan grove and flowers again; 
But like a stricken deer whose many wounds 
And blood unstanched foretell his coming end. 
At last the hapless minstrel brought his heart. 
On which the bloodhounds of the world had 
rushed. 

To break in that sweet spot. There is his tomb 
Raised by some pitying hand; his history, 

I have unfolded to thine ear. One night 
As by his tomb I stood,—that place, his name. 
And the soft hour which wakes reflections soft 
So wrought upon my spirit, that its thoughts 
Arrayed themselves in verse;—thus were they 
linked. 

The sod is cold where thou art sleeping 
Too dark a sleep to wake again; 
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But heaven its tears o’er thee is weeping*. 
And all the world’s proud scorn is vain. 

Their fragrance flowers around are flinging 
To consecrate this beauteous spot. 

And winds a requiem wild are singing 
Which mstn, inhuman man, forgot. 

Sure thou art weeping, Love! nay do hot fear 
A sad resemblance in his fate and mine;— 

My hopes perchance are fragile flowers, but then 
Remember on what soil they grow, and more,— 
The friendly hand that rears them into strength. 
Nay—nay—I shall be blest! 


A few brief months 

Have fled so happily, their plumage bright 
Must have been dipped in Fancy’s golden hues. 
Since I this wreath of song entwined. But then, 
With ardent step Hope’s ladder was I climbing. 
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And fondly deemed it would have led to hcaveiij. 
That heaven which in my youthful dreams I 
saw^ 

Made of eternal brightness,—Now no more 
Those golden visions on my spirit beam^ 

Like morning sunlight on a sapphire lake^ 

For sad reality has broke their spell.—O Truth! 
Thou whom my soul hath sought like a rich 
jewel 

For which th’ adventurer will risk his all— 

How hast thou taught me that my aspirations 
Wore not a tint of earth!—th' Ithuriel spear 
Whereviith thouht armed, has touched them^ and 
they Ve fled 

Far to the darksome caverns of the past; 

And heaven-sent fancies needlesly descend 
Upon my blighted heart—they fall like dew 
Softly, but vainly on a withered flower I 
My mind that wandered once like summer bird 
From twisted brake and bush on wildest wiBg> 
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Swift as its own desires, must fall at last 
Even from thoso sweot ideal worlds it made t 
And, like my native earth, which once a star^ 
Blazed through the pathless ether must I roam. 
Darkness without, within, consuming flame.--^ 

* The theory of the Earth's being a cooling Star seems to be 
©steblishe€ by M, Cordier^^ kte work niK)a that subject* 



THE DESERTED CJIRE. 


These are sad records, tMiigs of «very day ; 

They are around os like oor atmosphere 
O world ! O world I thy other na^e is falsehood. 


Wct^ damp^ aad gloomy^ ^twas a clieerless 
hoar! 

That night was not for blank forgetfulness; 

And I who lore to look upon heaven^^ face 
Even when ^tis darkened into frowns, went forth 
To hear the storm chide this affrighted earths 
A blackness, like despair, oil natiire htmg. 

Save when the lightning's fitful flashes gleamed; 
As if each playful spirit in his sport 
Wrote with phosphoric pen some unknown sign 
To break the charm that bound the gathered 
cloud. 

The thunder's voice was angry, loud, and deep; 
It knocked against the heart as *twoaM have 
learned 
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If fear were lurking there. The waters shrieked. 
And ran from place to place, as if to hide 
Even from the presence of the tempest wild. 
Silence, and rest had no existence there: 

The blast shook mightiest trees with its strong 
breath, 

And bent the mountain forests, as it claimed 
Their homage s^proaching. 'Twas a night 
That cannot from my memory be washed out 
Even by thy ceaseless tide, vicissitude! 

The thunder roared till waxing weak it slept. 
And echo answered not; the lightnings pale 
Which had been flashing through the sky like 
swords 

Were sheathed at last; the waVes grown weary 
to® . - 

Werb as unruffied as a mirror clear. 

Where the moon saw her face; the howling wind 
Went like a beaten hound unto its cave; 

And stars came one by one to join the court 
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Of night’s most lovely queen. I heard a voice 
Like to the silver sound a harp gives out, 

When evening breezes wander ’mid its strings. 
Waking delicious music out of sleep. 

Then there were words so slowly, sweetly 
breathed, 

I might have deemed ’twas an aerial bird 
Softening man’s language; but the words were 
sad, 

And then I knew they were of earth, and 
human. 

O human nature! sorrow is the sign. 

That like the mark upon the brow of Cain 
Has made thee separate from aU things that 
breathe. 

And all that are not cursed with life and thought. 
Art thou not formed of tears, and countless 
pangs 

That make the heart a ruin, and then cling 
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Like ivy to existence? Fleeting smiles 
Flash o’er thee Mfce the beams of polar suns. 
Serving to show that what they light is waste* 
Whose could have been that melancholy voice 
Like a complaining seraph’s, sweet, but sad? 
Ah woman! griefs are thy inheritance; 

Linked with thy weakness and devotion ever, 
Thegr Mtkg Aldows «thy patii 

Which but for them were bright!—Oh! hush 
thee, babe! 

"If there be peace for thee, thy little head 
"Will slumber soon upon the lap of peace, 
"And then thy infant spirit shall be free ! 

" Where is the home that should have shelta^ed 
ns, 

" The arm diat should have pillowed me, and 

>th^, " ’ 

" The breast that should have hid us in its folds,. 
" The voice that should have bid the wii#s he 
still. 
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And soothed us in calamity?—-How wild 
" My fancy seems!—Can I so soon forget 
^^The lesson I have proved and learned too 
well— 

"That words are nothing when they do not kill^ 
"And smiles most treacherous when most 
sweet My child! 

" Thy father—hut I will not dream of him— 

" And I for thee have nothing, my poor boy! 

" But a disastrous world of woe before me. 
"Ah! now thou ’rt cold;, cold as thy fathe/s 
heart; 

" I cannot warm thee in my bosom now, 

"Thou art past that, my child!—Let the stom 
rave, 

" It cannot bring for me another pang; 

" There is more mercy in th" ungentle wind 
"Than constancy in man!~N'ow let it come, 

" Whene’er it comes, my day of death shall seem 
" Like the kind hand of an expected friend 


X 
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Breaking the chain with which nay soul is 
bound. 

child, ahl where art thou?*^I vainly call 
This form where nothing breathes, my child! 
my child! 

There’s a magnetic power in woman’s woe 

catxse 

That drew her sorrows forth, and she replied 
In words as broken as her heart. I’ll weave 
As much of her sad history as I culled 
From what she said, into a chain of verse; 

And sooth it is too like a poet’s dream— 

Full of romance, love’s madness, and desjpair^ 
Her memory was an urn, and it contained 
The hapil^^ Alas! 

There te no Immortality for bliss; 

And never shall that future be when joy 
Awaking from its tomb shall live again!— 

Her fatie must once have been such as youth’s eyd 
Would fix itself upon: there still remained 
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A lingering lustre in her beaming glance. 

Which said that though her soul was nigh 
consumed. 

There had been beauty which was all her own 
When heayen for her had sunshine. She was 
young; 

But grief fed like a vampire on her heart. 

And sucked its health and happiness away—• 
No marvel that her cheek had lost its rose— 
And there she stood, pale as her sister moon. 
Pining with love that never was returned- 
O! woman’s heart is like a blaaing torch. 
Imparting light where’er its beams may fall. 
But burning all the while itself away. 

There was a youth of expectations high. 

Heir of a mighty line, with wealth so vast. 

You might have deemed some farouring Geains 
laid 

Earth’s treasures at his feet. Mer only dow^Jf. 
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Was that which nature gave her on her face; 
But when on hev he smiled, her answering eye 
Spake her soul’s wish with all love’s eloquence— 
’Twas passion’s language, known unto the heart 
In its first thrill of feeling, but once lost 
Forgotten ever after. Then the girl 
Bound her affections for a sacrifice, 

fats,! tttev 

She offered them to him—-her deity !— 

The Memphian for his god a reptile takes. 

And I will worship thee he says, but finds 
When dying from its fang, the demon kills. 

O! what a golden image was her smd 
Upon a pedestal of glass—’twas fixed 
On one who was unworthy her: he fled; 

Her spirit fell—and all that I could see 

beauteous fragments, which had once been 
pifll 

(M* most fivine! 
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THE GOLDEN VASE, 

With love's sweet tokens many things are linkecl; 
Words made of music, glances which could speak. 
And sighs that rose like incense from the heart: 
These are reflected in love’s sacred gifts, 

Even as a mirror shows the form before it 


See, how she hangs upon that golden vase! 
As if each flower it holds were a sweet thought. 
Or the remembrance of a joy long past, 

On which the heart will lean as for support. 
That it fall not, and break. Her hair is dressed 
With flowers, which speak of all that’s in her 
mind. 

One rose she wears upon her temple, ^tis 
To show she hath one love; the stalk is hid 
By a dark glossy ringlet, this doth say 
None shall discover where that passion sprang. 
Twined with her braided tresses yon may see 
The pale Cameeni, which though fair at night 
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Sweetens the earth, its bed of death, by morn. 
Is not this meant to say her hopes have been 
Like that ill-fated flower? their chain of life 
Too short, and the first link too near the last. 
There is a mournful stillness in her eye 
Which tells, with too much eloquence alas 1 
WTiat grief is preying on her heart:—it brings 

WheMt frothing 

breaks 

The silence of her reign, and to the poet’s eye 
She meJancholy seems, though beautiful! 

There are no smiles upon that lady’s lip 
Sparkling like sunbeams on a ruby rare; 

And he who gazes on her cheek, may deem 
That its rich hue is lent unto the rose 

wtehjrar (^vsr Wow. Her arm 
So whife,'<^f<i iWfcate, so gently twined' 

Around the golden neck of that bright vase 
Los>ks as 'twere made of moonlight. Has that 
alrih 
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1T6 

ITpon th’ Tinchamerd dead; and the shrill 
scream 

Of ravenous vultures warring o’er their prey. 

How do men leave beloved hearts, to pine 
In wretchedness unutterably sad. 

With no companions in their solitude 
But^pughts as despair? 

Oh! when our country writhes in galling chaips, 
When her proud masters scourge her as a dog; 
If her wild cry be borne upon the gale. 

Our bosoms at the melancholy sound 
Should swell, and we should rush to her relief, 
Bike sons, at an unhappy parent’s wail! 

And when we know the flash of patriot swords 
Is unto spirits lo^lEg to^he free, 

Like Hope’s^ returning light; we should not 
pause 

Till every tyrant who on us hath trod 
Lies humbled at our feet, or till we find 
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Graves^ which maj traly say thas much for tis~ 
Here sleep the brave who loved their country 
well! 


Lirij 





178 


As if to try the power of magic sounds 
In breaking sorrow’s chain; and hark! he flings 
Delicious strains upon her listening ear. 

Those flowers are blest, are doubly blest 
When two such eyes as thine. 

Of all created stars the best 
On them so brightly shine: 

Were I a flower for such sweet rest 
What rapture would be minft ! 

I would be blest, be doubly blest 
By those bright eyes of thine. 

That golden vase has golden lot, 

When such an arm as thine. 

Whose, peer the,gOodly world has not 
-Doth round it gently twine. 

Were I that vase—forgive the thought! 

My bliss would be divine; 

And I would bless my golden lot 
For that soft arm of thine. 
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Scarce had he ceased^ when with enquiring eye 
She scanned his face; and sure his voice to her 
Is as familiar as the cuckoo’s note 
Unto the ear of spring; she saw his breast 
Rising with wild emotion; her heart’s beat 
Now became loud and quick, as if it sought 
To know his feelings, and would fain have 
rushed 

Forth from imprisonment to clear its doubts. 
Her radiant eye upon Ms finger glanced. 

And the gem there waxed starry in its ray. 

She knew the ring, ’twas once her own; her 
tears 

Came gathering fast for joy, ’Tis he! ’tis he ! 
Her lip Is pressed to his for whom she lives. 

Her arm entwines not now the vase’s neck. 

Rut taken from the gift, it fondly clings 
Like a sweet tendril to the giver. 
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THE ECLIPSE. 


Wben an eclipse is predicted, the Hindoos, men, women, and 
children, betake themselves to the river-side, and stand in 
expectation of the event, ready to plunge into the water with 
prayers t© “ all the Gods at once,” that the moon may not be 
swallowed np by a monster, who they suppose comes for that 
purpose. This is the belief of the multitude; but the Brahmins 
know full w^l how elc^es are caused* and they can calculate 
them with the precision uf the best European Astronomers • 


By all the mighty powers above, 

0! leave me not to-night, my love! 

Let others in the sacred wave 
Their sinful bodies seek to lave; 

But leave me not; for sum thou art 
Of spotless ha3pi4? heart— 

There caimotbe^ my girl divine! 

A sin upon that soul of thine. 

Let others pray that night’s bright gem 
May not be lost to heaven, and them; 
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But whaf s the sickly moott to thee^ 

And all her cold inconstancy? 

Let other maids whose nightly dreams 
Of loye are brought by Chandra’s * beams^ 
Implore the powers of Heaven to spare 
That Chandra to their pious prayer. 

But thoiij, whose dreams are ever bright^ 
Awake, asleep, by day, by night, 

O! why shonldst thou, my gentle girL 
My lotus lower! mj precious pearl I 
To-night implore the gods above ?— 

I pray thee, leave me not, my love! 

Ah! go not forth; for shonldst thou go 
Afresh will Heed my wounds of woe. 
Encircled by the wave thoult be 
While Chandra wakens fears in thee; 


» The moon. Strange It is that the Hindoos suppose the s«k 
and moon to be htoth^rs: bat I caaiiiot so violate Ewopean 
taste as to use he^ when speaking of the soft, the delicate nioo®. 



182 


But ah! mine eye will swim in tears. 
And thou, oh! thou wilt wake my fears. 
My life, my love, my spirit's light, 

I pray thee, leave me not to-night;— 

For when thy angel form is gone. 

And my poor heart is left alone. 

Although the moon be riding high. 
Although the stars illume the sky, 

Dark to my soul the world will be, 

And heaven, and earth eclipsed to me! 

Nay go not forth—for shouldst thou go 
Her face the moon will shrink to show ; 
Her meaner light will never dare 
To send one ray while thou art there, . 
And every envious star will fall 
As thy bright eyes outshine them all 
And when the monster armed with power 
Shall come alas! in luckless hour 
His prize, his valued prize to gain. 

He’ll seek his Chandra there in vain.— 
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Thy angel face my love! hell see^ 

(For there who will not gaze on thee?) 

And deeming thee a moon more bright 
Than that which reigns sopreme by nighty 
Thee, thee hell seize; and dark to me 
Thenceforth this dreary world will be! 

Hor can I hope that prayers may fly 
Up to the holy throne on high; 

For though creation prostrate prayed 
It vrouM not save my beauteous maid: 

And when from me thou shalt be riven 
Theyll make thee queen of earth, and heave% 
For ne’er may all in heaven and earth 
To aught like thde again give birth.— 

Then if to thee my peace is dear 
For once my supplication hear; 

I pray thee, by the gods above 
O! leave me not to-night, my Love! 
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POETIC HAUNTS. 


Doth not the gifted bard with nature dwell, 

And finds he not companionship in hill, 

And wood, and scented vale, and crystal stream, 
Reflecting the soft melancholy moon ? 

These weave their charms into a mystic chain 
And fling it on the heart. 

Where the billow’s bosom swells, 
W’here the ocean casts its shells. 

Where the wave its white spray flings; 
Where the sea-mew flaps its wings; 
Where the grey rock in the storm 
Rears its proud gigantic form. 

Laughing as the lightnings flash. 

Heedless of the 

Heedless thougb the douds may pour. 
Heedless though the thunders roar; 
Where the wind-god rideth by 
Swiftly through the blackening sky, 
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Where the spirit of the sea 
Wakes its matchless melody^ 
While the Naiads gather row Ed 
Gladdened by the magic sound;— 
Far from human hut^ or home 
Let the gifted Poet roam, 

Or^ upon some star-paved lake 
When the south breeze is awake^ 
Let him launch his little barfc^— 
Love’s and Fancy’s favored ark! 
When the mellow mooolight falls 
On the distant castle walls ; 
When the white sail is unfurled^ 
And the graceful wave is curled ; 
When the winds in concert sing 
To the planets listening, 

And the lady-moon rejoiceS;, 
Hearing their melodious voices, 
While she bids her softest beam 
Bear an errand to tlie stream^ 

% 


186 


Which upon its lucid breast 
Wears an island^ all at rest. 

Like a gem it flashetb there 
Beziled by the waters fair; 

Such a spot as fairies love 
When abroad they nightly rove; 
Where the red deer roams unharmed, 
And the wild 

And the minstrel nightingale 
Tells, in plaintive strain, his tale. 
Which the young rose blushing hears 
Like a maid who loves but fears 
Such a sweet, enchanting spot 
Where our griefs might be forgot, 
Where, in youth, one fain would dweH 
With the lady he loved 
—Hither let the Poet be 
Dreaming dreams of ecstasy. 

Or, on some bright summer even 
With his eye upraised to heaven. 
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Ere the ruby sun hath set. 

Ere the waning day hath met 
On the western mountain’s height 
Clad in widow’s weeds, the night; 

Let him muse on all around, 

On each soothing sight and sound! 

Let him mark the sun-gilt cliff. 

And the fisher’s infant skiff; 

Let him watch the wild waves’ play, 
IIow they glide, like bliss away; 

How they meet, and how they sever— 
Lovers parted, and for ever! 

And when every wind’s asleep. 

And the spirit of the deep 
Maketh music on the main, 

When her soft melodious strain 
Charmeth Ocean’s heaving breast. 
How the sun’s last rays expire, 
How the weary waves retire 
In each other’s arms to rest! 
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Then upon the golden sky 
Let him cast his gifted eye-^ 

Such a dazzling, glorious sight. 

Such a scene, so pure, so bright I 
As if angels in their flight 
With their plumage dipt in light. 

Flung the radiance of their wings 
(As the priest sweet ihiw^se flings) i, 
On the western gate of heaven— 

What a brilliant boon to even! 

Hither let the minstrel be 
Weaving wTeaths of Poesy, 

Lays of melody, and fraught 
With th' immortal fire of thought. 

Such as steal upon the soul 
Like sweet spells bejnond control. 
Clinging, whatsoe’er may be, 

•Ever to the memory, 

Like the first wild dream of Love!— 
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TO NIGHT. 


When the bright stars like jewels on the brow 
Of Etliiop Night are sparkling, O! ye sprites 
That w.itch oiir slumbers, weave delicious dreams 
And wind them round our souls i 


O! let the breeze be soft, and bid it bring 
Delightfal visions on its noiseless wing; 

I’liat when half sunk in dark forgetfulness 
My mind may catch some moments sorrowless. 
And liiid that bliss in sleep, which waking life 
Denies the spirit in this world of strife. 

Send a fair seraph to ray pillow. Night! 

Wrapt in a mantle of transparent light, ■ 

’ A nd thy command unto that spirit be 
To weave a dream of happiness for me; 

Or disentangle from the coils of thought 
Tho.sc blest realities, which once were wrought 
By .some unearthly, but sweet pitying power. 
And placed before me in no dreaming hour. 
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TheyVe fled for ever; but fond Memory 
Keeps of the past a potent, mystic key. 

And opes its portal, and holds up a lamp 
To light its chambers dismal, drear, and damp. 
Ah! in those caverns of Cimmerian gloom 
Whose darkness dims the midnight of the tomb. 
How many shapes of loveliness there be, 

WhIfeW ttaAe ‘M ^ttbe misery 

Had in this earth existence, save in sound—• 
But being gone, we to our grief have found 
That thete is liothibg in the garish day 
Save woe eternal, which the sun’s bright ray 
Brings to our aching hearts and throbbing sight. 
But we again forget them when ’tis night, 

0! bid an angel minstrel on a beam 
Of bright Altetiifti# gl^O, and |>our his stream 
Of heav^II^ melddy to soothe my rest. 

And lull th' undying worm within my breast* 

01*, let a magic dream at thy command 
Bear thb lipon its wing to Faity land, 
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That with Titania in a flowret's bell 
Like its own balmy odour I may dwells 
And wake its scent;, and bid it wander far 
With a sweet message to some island star. 
Which floats upon that azure pathless sea, 
Wafted by angels’ sighs of ecstasy! 

Or, if perchance so favored by the dream 
I would (if to my mind it well might seem ) 
Hide with King Oberon upon a ray. 

Which in its earthward flight had lost its way. 
Or on a waving bridge of gossamer 
Which, with their dying sighs, the breezes stir, 
IM walk from leaf to leaf, or seek the bower 
Where youthful lovers while the midnight hour. 
And I would steal with swift, but noiseless feet 
Upon the boughs o’er-head, to hear the beat 
Of their impassioned hearts between each close 
Of their enraptured speech—and when Repose 
Had locked them in its arms, I'd sit and sing 
The sweetest strain that ever fay might bring 
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From elfin bower, or cave, or oCean-shell, 

Or where^bb’er soft Music loves to dwell! 

Or I might scare the cricket that would shake 
The diamond dew which falls on bush, and 
brake— 

A. heavenly boon upon a darksome spot. 

Like joy .unto a heart that feels it not !— 

Let mDMia^,fia^Sh^eitiiuiB?j'ja0i4 w the sun 
Springs gaily forth with plumes of light to run 
Like a young ardent spirit, a bright race. 

And earth the mask of darkness from her face 
Flings off—then must I wake to grief and pain. 
And suffer ills—until thou com’st again. 
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LINES 

ON THE UNFORTUNATE DEATH OF HENRY NEELE, ESy. 


Is it for tljis heaven^s gifts of fancy, hope, 
Love's soft imaginings, its flowers and stars 
Are wove into a garland for the bard ? 

Sore sensibility like lightning gleams 
Most beanteons, but destroying. Ah! what hap, 
What melancholy fate that bat to this 
Genius at last mast come! 


There is a light that caBnot be 
Quenched into nothing—so divine 
It Mazes on eternally^ 

And lives along the poet’s line. 

That light is in thy breathing lay^ 

As goodness pure^ as glory bright^ 
And like a beacon far away 
It cheers the lone heart's murky night. 


A a 
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There is a crown, the richest far— 

0! pluck those sparkling wonders down. 
Set in a circle many a star, 

And that shall be the poef s crown. 

That starry crown is on thy bust 
Decreed by doom itself to thee; 

It will not fall, like man to dust 
But fife tfe deUtl^lessiy. 

Soul of the minstrel!—gifted child ! 

Unfettered now, and unconfined. 

That deed was wild, was passing wild— 
The madness of a minstrel’s mind. 

Why was that longing to be free> 

To break the link of being’s chain. 

To make thee and dove-like flee 
To the pure spirit’s pure domain ? 
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Was it that earth has fewer flowers 
Than blush in groves of other spheres; 

Or didst thou dream of rosier hours 
lii worlds beyoad this world of tears ? 

Was it that hope’s soft rainbow hues 
Like fleeting vapours melt away; 

Or didst thou think joy’s evening dews 
Should on the heart perpetual stay t 

Was it that earth’s idolatry 
Is not enough for minstrel higli^ 

That pride forbears to bend the knee 
When godlike genius passeth by ? 

Was it that friends are all untrue^ 

That smiles betray^ that sorrows biirn^ 

That storms obscure heaven’s beauteous blue^ 
That memory is dead pleasure’s urn ? 
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Was it that lote's a night^bora dream 
Wberean we weep when all awake— 

A partmg ray, a gleam 
That leaves the cheated heart to break ? 
Was it that Fame's proud temple shines’'^ 
Too like futurity^ afar,— 

That grief dilates, that bliss declines, 
Thal:l& are? 

Was it that heavenly minstrelsy 
Ne’er finds a guerdon meet on earth, 

That many a maddening woe may be 
Concealed beneath the mask of mirth? 

O! who can answer? yet one day 
Will bring a sunbeam to Ay tomb— 

T^ill then, let s€^^d#ifig mtotrels say 
Tfte World’h nnkindness worked thy doom* 
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AN INVITATION. 

O ! ffure the soft light of the moon was made 
To lead fond lovers to their midnight bower^ 
That unto each it might be given to say, 

Bliss has been mine I 


To-night, to-night on bush, and bower 
The lady-moon will shine; 

Then come, and glad that rosy honi: 
With all those charms of thine* 

The stars will twinkle in the sky 
Like those bright eyes I love; 

The soft breeze, like a lover's sigh 
Will play around our grove* 

The bulbuFs song will be doubly sweet 
The wave will wandw by, 

And bring its music to thy feet. 

And Lady! so will I. 
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My fairest wreath of minstrelsy 
For thee I’ll proudly twine; 

And that the sweetest flower shall be 
\Yhich tells those charms of thine. 

Around my bower the woodbine twines. 

The rosebud blooms there too— 

But what are thesej, ahd the, clasteiiag vines. 
And the myrtle, without you? 

My cup will flow mth regal wine. 

Like thy lips so rich and red; 

And there the moonbeams white will shine 
Upon that ruby bed. 

But what’s red wine or moonbeam white. 

If thee I iheet not there? 

Thy cheek shall be the red wine bright, 

Thy brow the moonbeam fair. 
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Thy fairy feet on flowers shall tread 
By angels scattered round; 

Each sight for thee shall beauteous 
And musical each sounds 

Then come—to-night^ on bush, and bower 
The lady-moon will shine; 

O! come, and glad that rosy hour 
With all those charms of thine. 
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ASPIRATIONS. 


Our hopes are like young birds, and where they fly 
We know not; but alas! they soar too far, 

Ajid with broken pinions fell to earth. 


I woTild I 

To play upoa tbe waye,;' 

With the spirits of the water^ 

And the Ocean’s lovely daughter; 

Or down to dart with arrowy flight 
To the mermaid’s coral cave! 

I would I were a dream to glide 
Into a poet’s brain. 

That he inight tell of world’s unseen, 

And flowers and stars that ne’er have been. 
And mark the flow of pleasure’s tide. 

And sapphire skies serene. 
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I would I were a mellow tone 
Of a young lover’s lute. 
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I would I were the hope that fires 
A youthful minstrers breast. 
While to his lady’s ear be brings 
Strains, such as a seraph sings 
0! there if ever Hope expires 
It sweetly sinks to rest! 
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SONNET. 

TO HENRY MEREDITH PARKER, ESQ. 

THE FOLLOWING TEIBUTE OF ADMIRATION IS EESPECTFULLY 
INSCRIBED. 

Delicious minstrelsy alone can bring 
Down to this earth the rainbow hues of heaven; 
And Oh! to fly upon an angeFs wing;, 

To highly favored bards alone is given-— 

To weave a deathless wreath of leaves and 
flowers” 

None but the gifted poefs hand may dare; 

To gild with sunshine this bleak world of our's. 
And chase its darkness, is the minstreFs care. 
Bard of our sunny land, and golden sky! 

My heart has gladdened o’er thy magic lay; 

^Tis like the hymn of seraphim on high, 

That once awakened never dies away—■ 

My soul hath drank it—and it is to me. 

Sweet bard! draught of immortality!’^ 



204 


SONNET. 

Scarce has it blossomed, ere the vernal flower 
Is forced to feel the storm's destroying power— 
Scarce has the sunlight quivered on the stream 
Before a black cloud hides that beauteous 
beam^ 

Each Iris uath; wajjy 

Even as you gaze upon it, melts away— 

And Hope—ah! heavenly Hope o’er cheated 
hearts 

But flings its hues, then faithlessly departs.— 
Oft have I looked upon the morning’s red. 

But like a passing thought it quickly fled— 

Yet fleeter than that tinge, or faihbow hues. 

Or fancies bror^t by wMest Poet’s Muse, 

My aspirations BWDuhted, but in vain— 

They fell like wounded birds to earth again. 
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SONNET. 

TO THE MOON. 

Lonely thou wander'st through wide heaven^ 
like one 
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SONNET. 

Regret has ne’er brottght back a vanished day. 
And sighs are vain for dreams that pass away 
Even like themselves; then let me cease to 
mourn 

For those bright visions Time can ne’er return,— 
For tbosie^sMWt&MLes^t aspirations .high. 

And thoughts that gleamed like irainbows in the 
sky.— 

Where are they now those air-built visions 
strange. 

Why should they perish, wherefore should they 
change ? 

Go! seek the wrack upon the sea, or beam 
Which played at noon-tide‘ on the summer 
stream t i . 

Like light upon the wave, or trace on sea. 

Those fancies are but things for Memory; 

And henceforth Hope with faithless, meteor ray 
Shall never cheat, or lure me from my way._ 
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SONNET. 

Deatb! my best friaicl, if thou dost ope the 
door. 

The gloomy entrance to a sunnier world. 

It boots not when my being’s scene is furied. 

So thou canst aught like Tanisfaed bliss restore. 

Her bolts hurls down as she' has eym: bKdedt 
And in my war with her. I’ve felt, and feel 
Griefs paAent td ray heart by misery’s steel. 
But man’s eternal energies can make 
An atmosphere around him, and so take 
Good out of evil, like the yellow bee 
That suhks ftom flowers raaliptaal:,, a sweet 
treasure— 

O tyraht Fatel ^ti»>dihll I vanquish thee. 

For out of suffering shall I gather, plwure. 
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SONNET. 

0! could my wandering, breeze-pinioned mind 
True brotherhood in earthborn spirit find. 

One that might ever on unflagging wings 
Companion me in my imaginings, 

One that from earth could take its eartbliness. 
And Tobe it witb &e mind’s own light—’twould 
bless ^ . 

The wheeling of existence —we should rise 
Like wild twin comets hurrying through the 
skies; 

Or swift as starshoots dart into the chasms 
Of earlier planets. These enthusiasms 
Which ceaseless glow in my volcanic brain, 
Because unshared, have ev^ brought me pain. 
And left my mind in dark, despairing mood 
To feel, and think upon its solitude.^— 
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SONNET« 

Fair Lady! I was but a minstrel boy 
Wlieii first thy dark glance told my soul, that 
joy 

Might bCj* pcrchaiice;^ by heaven bestowed on me^ 
If thy soft heart heaven's almoner would be. 
Why should my spirit deem its lot miiblest? 

For^ howsoever 'tis now robbed of rcst^ 

And forced to war with a malignant world 
Whose blood-red banner against me unfurled^ 
Floats as in orient skies the purple sun 
Half veiled by morning's rising mists of dun— 
Still faithful Memory will fling back her beams. 
And bring to light those wild, unearthly dreams, 
Which were, in mcrcjy, to my spirit given 
When thou didst teach me all I know of heaven! 
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SONNET. 

TO TUS. HISING MOON, 

Why art thoa blushing lady! art thou shamed 
To show thy full, fair face? Behind yon screen 
Of trees, which Nature bas enrobed with green 
Thou stand’s!, as one whose hidden sins are 


Like Memory looking through the chinks of 
years 

For some fair island-spot unsoiled by tears.— 
Now thou’rt ascending;, melancholy queen! 

But the red rose has sickened on thy ohedk, 

And there thou wander’st sorrowful, a«d weak. 
And heedless where ibou’rt .,f4r^iBg, sad, and - 

Like grief-struck maiden, who has heard re¬ 
vealed 

To all the world that which she wished con¬ 
cealed— 

Ife.trusting Love’s, and hapless Frailty’s tale. 
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SONNET 

Misery on misery!—I soon shall be 
Like Atlas with a world upon roy back— 

My heart's almost worn out— could any see 
‘Within my bosom^, they would ken the track 
"Which sorrow there has made; I cannot flee 
From thoughts which crush my soul upon the 
rack* 

O! what a ctirso is immortality f 
We feel it bnt in pain, when Fate's attack 
L<«wes the mind vanqnishedj, but to suffer still 
Such tortures from the despot^ Memory 
As Hope despairs of healing. Human ill 
fs with mir nature linked eternally. 

Man and iiiislortune are twin-born—I feel 
This to be true^ at Ipast Twas so with me! 

' THE Ewm 





